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Robert, or, as he sometimes calls himself^ 
Robin Herrick, was bom ia Wood Street, 
Cheapside, In August Z59X. On the a4th of 
August in that year, he was baptised at St. 
Vedast's in Foster Lane. His &ther was 
Nicholas Herrick, or Eyxlck, a Leicestershire 
man, who was in business as a goldsmith in 
Wood Street. 

Fifteen months after the birth of the poet, 
this Nicholas Herrick died from the effects of a 
fall from an upper window. He had been 
< sicke in bodye* ; and but two days before his 
burial he had made his will, leaving a consider- 
able estate (worth perhaps ^£25,000 of our money) 
to his wife and children, ^^ere was some 
suspicion that the fall had been intentional, for 
the High Ahnoner (Dr. Fletcher, Bishop of 
Bristol, &ther of John Fletcher, the poet) to 
whom the goods of suicides were confiscate, 
esmcted a large fine (jfaao, or j^xxoo in our 
money) in satisfaction of his claim. It is thought 
that the presumption of suicide was sufBclentiy 



ROBBRT HBRRICK 
strong: to exclude the body from consecrated 
ground. 

The children were brought up by two over* 
seers, one of whom was the poet's godfather; 
the other, TXTilliam (afterwards Sir William) 
Herrick, a goldsmith and usurer, the poet's 
uncle. To this Sh: William Herrick, after some 
sort of education (perhaps at Westminster) the 
boy Robert was apprenticed for ten jtaxB^ 
dating from September 1607. We do not know 
how diligently the apprentice was forced to 
work at his craft ; but we can imagine no 
pleasanter business than that of gold-^mithery 
to a young man fond of all deUcate arts. He 
worked as a goldsmith's apprentice until 16x3, 
when he was twenty-two or twenty-three years 
of age. He then asked his uncle to release him 
from his indentures, and to allow him to proceed 
to Cambridge, to study. To this proposal the 
uncle seems to have consented willingly. Robert 
Herrick's indentures were cancelled, and the 
young man ' entered as a Fellow Commoner at 
St. John's, Cambridge.' His uncle allowed him 
j^io a quarter, ^^40 a year being the interest 
which his share of his father's money brought 
him. It was no small sum in the Cambridge of 
that day : but as the interest on the capital was 
▼i 



INTRODUCTION 
alwaya iiTes:iiUu'l7 paid, it did not suffice for 
Robert Herrick. A series of letters from him 
is in existence. In them he implores his * careful 
«ncle' to send the money due for the quarter, 
•r to make him a small loan, or a gift, to tide 
him over a lean season. Even with the gifts 
and small loans he had much ado to keep him- 
self. He found St. John's too costly ; so that, 
in x6i6 he entered Trinity Hall, where he studied 
law, and contrived to live more cheaply. He 
took his Bachelor's degree in 1617, and became 
Master of Arts three or four years later. It is 
not known when he took Holy Orders. He 
left college in debt, and apparently with 
diminished capital. It is not known how he 
supported himself during the years between his 
leaving Cambridge, and his next appearance in 
htstocy. 

After leaving Cambridge, Herrick seems to 

have lived in London, in distinguished society. 

One of his editors has suggested that he held 

'some small post in the Chapel at Whitehall' ; 

bat even without this he would have had no 

I difficulty in making a living. He had powerful 

** wmd wealthy patrons, and he was known at 

jCourt. He was one of the young poets who 

formed 'the tribe of Ben'; and it is highly 
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ROBERT HBRRICK 
probable that a good deal of his remainiiic: 
patrimony helped to purchase 'clusters' (i.e. 
Canary Sack) for the ' lyric feasts/ at * the Dog:, 
the Triple Tun.' Ve cannot doubt that a young 
man of so agreeable a wit was immensely 
popular. He seems to have been beloved by 
most of the distinguished persons of his time* 
His poems were chrculated in manuscript, and 
he was one of that company of poets who con- 
tributed commendatory verses to the folio of 
Beaumont and Fletcher. We may conjecture 
that he did not take Holy Orders unUl his patri- 
mony had been spent. Mr. A. W. Pollard tells 
us that he was a cleric in 2627, when he sailed 
as chaplain to the Rhft expedition. Two years 
later the King presented him with the living of 
Dean Prior, a village near Ashburton, on the 
borders of Dartmoor, in Devonshire. With his 
induction to this living the first part of his life 
may be said to end. 

Of his life at Dean Prior we know very little. 
It is probable that, while he lived there, he wrote 
most of his best poetry ; and we suppose, from 
the nature of his 'epigrams,' that he found his 
parishioners as rude as Browne found the people 
of Lydford. He seems to have didiked Dean 
Prior, with its brawling brooks, and tap-room 
▼iii 



INTRODUCTION 
society. He lived in his vicaras^e, with his 
maid <Prew' (an old woman named Prudence 
Baldwin who kept house for him) a dog: nuned 
Tracy, and a cat the name of which has perished. 
He never married. He was a Londoner, bora 
in the heart of s^, city, and we cannot believe 
that he understood, or cared for, the clowns of 
that wild countryside. He evidenUy disliked 
his parishioners ; but we need not conclude that 
he was therefore nee:lectful of his duties as a 
priest With all his lig^htness and g:aiety, he 
had a devout mind, and a curious zeal for decent 
behaviour in church. If, on a Sunday, when 
preaching:, he espied a sleeper among the con- 
g7eg:ation, the manuscript of his sermon would 
be flung violently at the offender, < with a curse.' 
It it to be regretted that those manuscript 
sermons have not come down to us. Herrick 
was famous, among the Devon gentry, for his 
'florid and witty discourses.' We can well 
believe that a poet of such brightness and 
spontaneity would have been a golden speaker, 
remarkable, even in that age of eloquence, for 
his powers of beautiful and moving discourse. 
However, we suppose that the sleepers slept 
too often, and that the papers were slowly worn 
away ia the holy war. We can but t««A \3q.^ 
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Noble Nambers, and speculate pleasantly as 
to the kind of sennon their author generally 
preached. Rather short, probably, like the 
lyrics, rather delicate and sugary. Probably 
there were many upon texts from the Song of 
Solomon. 

He continued at Dean Prior for nearly twenty 
years. During the Civil War he showed himself 
inclined to the king's party, though not so 
strenuously as his contemporaries, Brome and 
Lovelace. However, his adherence to the royal 
cause was sufficiently staunch to bring about 
his ejection from his living in 1648. After his 
ejection, he removed to London, and assumed 
the lay-habit. It is thought that during the 
years of the Commonwealth he lodged in West- 
minster, and lived upon the liberality of some of 
his patrons. He published his *Hesperides* 
soon after his return to 'sack and civilisation.' 
His ' Noble Numbers,' the collection of devout 
poems usually printed with the 'Hesperides' 
formed a separate part of the volume, which was 
dedicated to Charles, Prince of Wales, at that 
time a likely, and 'most hopeful,' 'imp of 
fame.' 

We hear little more of him. He wrote nothing 
more that has come down to us. We suppose 

X 



INTRODUCTION 
that he lived qnietly under the Protectorate, 
npoo very alender meana. He saw the ' blessed 
Restoration/ but the King had been more than 
two years upon the throne before he restored 
Robert Herrick to Dean Prior. In Aug^ust z662» 
the old poet returned to his vicarage beside the 
'watery indviUty' of the Dean Bourne, the 
brook which runs throug^h the village^^f we 
may trust tradition, he returned with a reputa- 
tion for learning, which made his parishioners 
ff^aid him, in his second advent, with reverence. 
He lived on, in his country vicarage, until 1674, 
when he died of old age. < Robert Herrick, 
Vicker, waa buried ye 15th day of October 1674.' 
I cannot learn whether his grave be marked and 
known ; but it lies probably in the chancel of the 
church. 

Though Herrick could hardly have appreciated 
the villagers, it is certain that he impressed them. 
When a 'Quarteriy Reviewer' went to Dean 
Prior for news of him, in the year z8io, he 
found several villagers who knew parts of the 
' Hesperides,' and entire poems from the ' Noble 
Numbers.' His memory was still kept green 
there. The old parson had had ' a Havourite pig,' 
thqr declared, 'whkh he amused himself by 
teaching to drink out of a tankard.' One very 
zi 



trom tne engraving inai nerricK was vain ot 
his Roman nose, and that the expression his 
face usually wore was one of sprightliness, we 
might almost say of cocksureness. 

The poetry of Herrick, the poetry by which he 
is best known, is unlike the work of any other 
English poet. In his 'style,' his maimer, his 
record of himself, he stands alone. He is the 
one consummate singer of light, lovely, delicate 
lyrics. He is the one perfect artist whose art if 
perfectly spontaneous and light of heart. He 
is inimitable, and unmatchable, in his own 
peculiar domain. Perhaps no English poet has 
shown a more complete mastery of the art of 
delicate writing. His contemporaries, Sack:iaaDk!|^^ 
Brome, Carew, Lovelace, even Crasha'w* «x« 
xii 



INTRODUCTION 
children to him, as artists. Not one of them cao 
come near that felidtons delicacy, that inimitable 
grace of style, which leave his poems apart, in 
fine feminine elegance, above the best endeavours 
of all others. 

Yet with all his charm, and matchless skill, he 

is never more, as he is never less, than a con* 

summate song-writer. In reading him, we are 

* never ravished from the sense that he is limited, 

\ and that his range, his vocabulary even, is very 

l narrow. His interest is not so much in life, as 

in the adornment and Inararions refinements of 

life. 



*I sing of Brooks, of Blosiomes, Birds, ana 

Bowers : 
Of April, May, of June, and July-Flowera. 
I eing of May-poles, Hock-carts, Wassails* 

Wakes, 
Of Bride-grooms, Brides, and of their Bridall* 

cakes. 
I write of Youth, of Love, and have Accesse 
By these, to sing of cleanly Wantonnesse. 
I sing of Dewes, of Raines, and piece by piece 
Of Balme, of Oyle, of Spice, and Amber-Qreece. 
I sing of Times trans-shifting ; and I write 
How Roses first came Red, and LiUies White. 
I write of Groves, of Twilights, and I sing 
The Court of Mab, and of the Pairie-King. 
1 write of Hell ; I sing (and ever shall) 
Of Heaven, and hope to have it after all.* 



ROBERT HBRRICK 
When he is most deeply moved, as in the 
beanttfiil lyric 'To Meadows/ his emotion is 
more tlian half sentiment. He writes about 
women ; but we cannot help feeling that, when 
a woman had Bang him her songs, and shown 
him her jewels, and her Sunday gowns, she had 
no further interest for him. He is never quite * a 
man of this world/ He creates, or adopts, a 
fictitious world, which one has to accept in 
accepting him. The things of that world are the 
dainty and luxurious things, which are pleasant 
to catalogue in dainty verses. The people of 
that world are either "Watteau shepherds or 
Fragonard nymphs ; and in either case they are 
unreal, but adorable, playthingfs. He is never 
*in love,' like one of the great poets who were 
living in his youth. He seems to have been 
fascinated by many women, or, rather, by many 
coral lips, by many lily hands, by many < spotless 
necks,' and by any quantity of variously-coloured 
eyes. He was not a lover of human beings. He 
was a lover of beautiful things. He was a lover 
of parts, of points, of separate qualities or 
beauties. We can see this very clearly by plac- 
ing one of his most deeply-felt poems beside a 
love poem by another song-writer, Thomas 
tampion, who was, for a generation, his con- 
ziv 



* Follow your saint, follow, with accents sweet t 
Haste you, sad notes, fall at her flying feet 1 
There, wrapped in cloud of sorrow, pity move. 
And tell the ravisher of my soul I perish for her 

love: 
But, if she scorns my never-ceasing: pain, 
Then burst with sighing in her sight and ne*er 
return again. 
I All that I sang still to her praise did tend, 
! Still she was first, still she my songs did end : 
Yet she my love and music both doth fly. 
The music that her echo is and beauty's sym- 
pathy: 
Then let my notes pursue her scornful flight I 
It shall suffice that they were breathed and died 
for her delight.' 

We cannot find verse of that burning: intenaity 
among: the spicy Hesperides. We find tender 
things, partly imitative, like the enchanting: 
'Live, live with me,' inscribed 'To Phyllis, to 
love and live with him.' We have protestation, 
such as that < To Anthea ' :— 

*Thou art my life, my love, my heart. 

The very eyes of me : 
And hast command of every part 
T» live and die for thee.* 

XTtf hmv^t also much graceful muidoii^ Q!ii4<(»&i\ 

XV 
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and various delightful instructions for the con- 
duct of the lady after the poet's decease. For 
the rest, the love-poems are about the lady's 
bracelets, or her * tempestuous petticoats/ or the 
several varieties of spice of which she smells. 

On the whole, he is mos* sure of himself when 
he is in the regions of pure fantasy ; when he 
writes of groves and twilights or of the court of 
Faery. We have many beautiful poems about 
foiries (the names of Shakespeare and Ben 
Jonson will occur to every one), but no poet 
believed more heartily in their existence, than 
the author of 'Oberon's Feast,' and *The 
Temple,' and * Oberon's Palace.' These delight- 
ful poems treat of the fairy as we love to fancy 
him — as a wee person — without more of 
humanity than the diminutive semblance. Her- 
rick's little men are imagined in admirable 
completeness. They live in minute rooms hung 
with the cast skins of snakes, and lit by the eyes 
of glow-worms, and the scales of fishes. For 
food they have the tiniest of tiny dainties -a 
< moon-parched ' grain of wheat serves them for 
loaf— while, in their temples, the seeds of a dried 
apple-core rattle them to prayers. Herrick is 
fond of diminutives. He has a caress i ng manner. 
He likes things that are little, and pretty and 
xW 
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INTRODUCTION 
fit to caress. He loves flowers, and invests 
them with hnman attribntes, and addresses them 
as thoos^h they were his little sisters, and as 
though, in their tender beanty, he recognised the 
beauty of his dead loves. Much of his loveliest 
poetry is addressed to flowers. The beautiful 
lyric, *To Meadows/ has been already men- 
tioned, but there are others, fnUy as beantifuL 
There is the 'To Violete,' with ito ravishing 
lightness and sweetness :— 

* Welcome, mtAd% of Honour, 
Ye do biinff 
In the epring ; 
And wait upon her.' 

There is the famous poem 'To DaffbdDs,' in 
which he slogs for two matchless stanzas with 
a seriousness unusual to him. His pages are 
scattered with flowers, and one can well believe 
that his evident fear of death was lightened, 
when he thought, as Keats was to think, six 
generations after him, of the daisies that would 
cover his grave, and of the rose-petah( which 
loving hands would spill above him when the 
earth pressed upon his eyes. 

Some poets have desired grandly, some basely. 
Their desires are written in their works, for all 
to see. One, as Chaucer, desires comrades, and 
^ zvii 



ROBERT HBRRICK 
the tales of the roadside. Another hungen for 
a mistress. Another desires and reflects the 
passionate and lovely people who have worked 
and snifered here. Herrick is not among the 
greatest poets, and his desires, as his work 
reflects them, are not imperial. He seems to 
have desired a little honse not far from London, 
with a little garden, which, in summer, would 
have been fragrant with many roses, red and 
white. The rooms of the house would have 
been sweet with perfumes, with musk, and 
crushed amber, and civet, and ambergris, and 
myrrh. In one of the rooms there would have 
been a few choice books: an Anacreon, a 
Catullus, and that Propertius to whom he once 
pledged a tun. This room would have needed 
a bronze Bacchus, and a flagon for sack, and a 
chair for a poetichl friend. He would have been 
well content to sit in such a room for ever, with 
the canaxy within reach, and the incense wreath- 
ing round the bronze, had it been granted to him 
to hear the voice of Julia 
* Melting melodious words to Lutes of Amber.* 

or to see her passing in the garden, when he 
looked up to think of a rhyme. 

JOHN NASEFIELD. 
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TO THE MOST ILLVSTRIOVS, AND MOST 
HOPEFULL PRINCE, 

CHARLES, PRINCE OF WALES 

"WtU may my Book come forth like Publique 

Day 
When such a Light as You are leads the way : 
Who are my Works Creator, and alone 
The Flame of it, and the Expansion. 
And look how all those heavenly Lamps acquire 
Light from the Sun, that inezhausted Fire : 
So all my Mome, and Evening Stars from You 
Have their Existence, and their Influence too. 
Full is my Book of Glories ; but all These 
By Yon become Immortall Substances. 



HESPERIDES 

THE ARGUMENT OF HIS BOOK 

I sing of Brooks, of Blossomes, Birds, and 

Bowers : 
Of April, Way, of June, and July-Flowers. 
I sing of Nay-poles, Hock-carts, "Wassails, 

Wakes, 
Of Bride-grooms, Brides, and of their Bridall- 

cakes. 
I write of Youth, of Love, and have Accesse 
By these, to sing of cleanly-Wantonnesse. 
I sing of Dewes, of Raines, and piece by piece 
Of Balme, of Oyle, of Spice, and Amber-Greece. 
I sing of Times trans-shifting ; and I write 
How Roses first came Red, and Lillies White. 
I write of Groves, of Twilights, and I sing 
The Court of Nab, and of the Fairle-King. 
I write of Hell ; I sing (and ever shall) 
Of Heaven, and hope to have it after all. 

TO HIS MUSE 

Whither, mad Naiden, wilt thou roame? 
Farre safer 'twere to stay at home : 
Where thou mayst sit, and piping please 
The poore and private Cottai^^s. 
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Since Coats, and Hamlets, best tigrtt 
With this thy meaner Minstralsie. 
There with the Reed, thou mayst ezpresse 
The Shepherds Fleede happinesse : 
And with thy Eclogues intermixe 
Some smooth, and harmlesse Beucolicks. 
There on a Hillock thou mayst sing; 
Unto a handsome Shephardling ; 
Or to a Girle (that keeps the Neat) 
With breath more sweet than Violet. 
There, there, (perhaps) such Lines as These 
May take the simple Villag-es. 
But for the Court, the Country wit 
Is despicable unto it. 
Stay then at home, and doe not got 
Or flie abroad to seeke for woe. 
Contempts in Courts and Cities dwell ; 
No Critick haunts the Poore man's Cell : 
"Where thou mayst hear thine own lines read 
By no one tongue, there, censurM. 
That man 's unwise will search for 111, 
And may prevent it, sitting still. 



TO HIS BOOKE 

"While thou didst keep thy Candor undefil'd, 
Deerely I lov'd thee ; as my first-borne 

child: 
But when I saw thee wantonly to roame 
From house to house, and never stay at 

home; 

4 



WHEN HE WOULD HAVE HIS VERSES 
READ 

In sober mornings, doe not thou reherse 

The holy incantation of a verse ; 

But when that men have both well drunke, and 
fed, 

Let my Enchantments then be sung, or read. 

When Lanrell spirts i* th' fire, and when the 
Hearth 

Smiles to it selfe, and g^uilds the roofe with 
mirth; 

When np the Thjrrse is rais'd, and when the 
sound 

Of sacred Orgies flyes, A round, A round ; 

Whttk the Rose raignes, and locks with oint- 
ments shine, 
•^^t rigid Cato read these Lines ol tx&xi^. 
5 



Each here declining Violet. 
O Primroses I let this day be 
A Resurrection unto ye ; 
And to all flowers ally'd in blood, 
Or sworn to that sweet Sister-hood : 
For Health on Julia's cheek hath shed 
Clarret, and Creame commingled. 
And those her lips doe now appeare 
As beames of Corrall, but more cleare. 



THE PARLIAMENT OP ROSES TO JUL 

I dreamt the Roses one time went 
To meet and sit in Parliament : 
The place for these, and for the rest 
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THE PROZBN HEART 

I freeze, I freeze, and nothinff dwels 
In me but Snow, and jrsicles. 
For pitties sake, give your advice, 
To melt this snow, and thaw this ice ; 
I le drink down Flames, but if so be 
Nothing but love can supple me ; 
I le rather keepe this frost, and snow. 
Then to be thaw'd, or heated so. 

TO PERILLA 

Ah, my Perilla I do'st thou grieve to see 
Ne, day by day, to steale away from thee ? 
Age cals me hence, and my gray halres bid come. 
And haste away to mine eternal home ; 
Twill not be lodg (Perilla) after this. 
That I must give thee the supremest kisse : 
Dead when I am, first cast in salt, and bring 
Part of the creame from that Religious Spring, 
With which (Perilla) wash my hands and feet ; 
That done, then wind me in that very sheet 
"Which wrapt thy smooth limbs (when thou 

didst implore 
The Gods protection, but the night before) 
Follow me weeping to my Turfe, and there 
Let fall a Primrose, and with it a teare : 
Then lastly, let some weekly-strewings be 
Devoted to the memory of me : 
Then shall my Ghost not walk about, but keep 
Still in the coole, and silent shades of sleep. 
7 
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A SONG TO THE MASKERS 

z. Come down, and dance ye in the toyle 
Of pleasures, to a Heate ; 
But if to moisture, Let the oyle 
Of Roses be your sweat. 

2, Not only to your selves assume 

These sweets, but let them fly ; 
From this, to that, and so Perfume 
E*ne all the standers by. 

3. As Goddesse Isis (when she went 

Or glided through the street) 
Made all that touch't her, with her scent, 
And whom she touch't, turne sweet. 



THE WOUNDED HEART 

Come bring your sampler, and with Art, 
Draw in 't a wounded Heart : 
And dropping here, and there : 
Not that I thinke, that any Dart, 
Can make your*s bleed a teare : 
Or pierce it any where ; 
Yet doe it to this end, that I, 
May by 
This secret see, 
Though you can make 
That Heart to bleed, your's ne*r will ake 
For me. 
8 
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TO ANTHEA 



If, deare Anthea, my hard fate it be 
To live some few-sad-howers after thee : 
Thy sacred Corse with Odours I will bume ; 
And with my Lawrell crown thy Golden Vme. 
Then holding' up (there) such religious Things, 
As were (time past) thy holy Filitings : 
Nere to thy Reverend Pitcher I wiU faU 
Down dead for gfrief, and end my woes 

withaU: 
So three in one small plat of ground shall ly, 
Anthea, Herrick, and his Poetry. 



THE WEEPING CHERRY 

I saw a Cheny weep, and why? 

\7hy wept it ? but for shame. 
Because my Julia's lip was by. 

And did out-red the same. 

But, pretty Fondling, let not fall 

A teare at all for that : 
Which Rubies, Corralls, Scarlets, all 

For tincture, wonder at. 



SOFT MUSICK 

The mellow touch of musick most doth wound 
The sonle, when it doth rather sigh, then sound. 
9 



If at all 
He could live free here? 



LOVE, WHAT IT IS 

Love is a circle that doth restlesse move 
In the same sweet eternity of love. 

PRESENCE AND ABSENCE 

"When what is lov'd is Present, love doth spring' ; 
But being absent. Love lies languishing. 

THE POMANDER BRACELET 

To me my Julia lately sent 
A Bracelet richly Redolent: 
The Beads I kist, but most lov'd her 
TbAt did perfume the Pomander. 

10 
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THE CARKANET 
Instead of Orient Pearls, of Jet, 
I sent my Love a Karkanet : 
About her spotlesse neck she knit 
The lace, to honour me, or it : 
Then think how wrapt was I to see 
My Jet t' enthrall such Ivorie. 

HIS SAILING FROM JULIA 
When that day comes, whose evening: sayes I 'm 

gone 
Unto that watrie Desolation : 
Devoutly to thy Closet-gods then pray, 
That my wing'd Ship may meet no Remora. 
Those Deities which drcum-walk the Seas, 
And look upon our dreadfull passages, 
Vill from all dangers, re-deliver me, 
For one drink-ofifering, poured out by thee. 
Merde and Truth live with thee I and forbeare 
(In my short absence) to unsluce a teare : 
. But yet for Love's-ssike, let thy lips doe this, 
Give my dead picture one engendring kisse : 
Work that to life, and let me ever dwell 
In thy remembrance (Julia). So fareweU. 

HOW THE WALL-FLOWER CAME 
FIRST, AND WHY SO CALLED 
Why this Flower is now call'd 90, 
List, sweet maids, and yon shal know. 
Understand, this First-ling was 
Once a brisk and bonny Lasse, 
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Kept as close as Danae was : 
"Who a sprightly Springall lov'd, 
And to have it fully proy'd. 
Up she got upon a wall, 
Tempting down to slide withall ; 
But the silken twist unty'd, 
So she fell, and bruis'd, she dy'd. 
Love, in pitty of the deed, 
And her loving-lucklesse speed, 
Tnm'd her to this Plant, we call 
Now, The Flower of the Wall. 

WHY FLOWERS CHANGE COLOUR 

These fresh beauties (we can prove) 
Once were Virgins sick of love, 
Tum'd to Flowers. Still in some 
Colours goe, and colours come. 

TO HIS MISTRESSE OBJECTING TO HIM 
NEITHER TOYING OR TALKING 

You say I love not, 'cause I doe not play 
Still with your curies, and kisse the time away. 
You blame me too, because I cann*t devise 
Some sport, to please those Babies in your eyes: 
By Love's Religion, I must here confesse it. 
The most I love, when I the least ezpresse it. 
SmmUgri9tM find tonguea : Full Casques are ever 

found 
To give (if any, yet) but little sound. 
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Deep wmten aoywe-ieMMe are ; And tills we know 
That cMdlttg Mtremme betray email depth below. 
So when Love speechlesse is, she doth expresse 
A depth in love, and that depth, bottomlesse. 
Now since my love is tong^ne-lesse, know me 

such, 
Vho speak but little, 'cause I love so much. 

UPON THE LOSSB OP HIS MISTRESSES 

I have lost, and lately, these 

Many dainty Mistresses : 

Stately Julia, prime of all ; 

Sapho next, a principall : 

Smooth Anthea, for a skin 

"White, and Heaven-like Chrystalline : 

Sweet Electra, and the choice 

Nyrha, for the Lute, and Voice. 

Next, Corinna, for her wit, 

And the graceful use of it : 

With Perilla : All are gone ; 

Onely Herrick 's left alone, 

For to number sorrow by 

Their departures hence, and die. 

THE DREAM 

Me thought (last night) Love in an anger came, 
And brought a rod, so whipt me with the 

same: 
MIrtte the twigs were, meerly to imply, 
Love strikes, but tis with gentle cmeltie. 
13 



ROBERT HBRRICK 
Patient I was : Love pitifull gjew then, 
And stroak'd the stripes, and I was whole ag^cn. 
Thus Uke a Bee, Love-£:entle stil doth brin^ 
Hony to salve, where he before did stingy. 

TO LOVE 

I 'm free from thee ; and thou no more shalt heare 
Kj puling Pipe to beat agfainst thine eare : 
Farewell my shackles, (though of pearle they be) 
Such precious thraldome ne 'r shall fetter me. 
He loves his bonds, who when the first are broke. 
Submits his neck unto a second yoke. 

LOVE'S PLAY AT PUSH-PIN 

Love and my selfe (beleeve me) on a day 
At childish Push-pin (for our sport) did play : 
I put, he pusht, and heedless of my skin, 
Love prickt my finger with a golden pin ; 
Since which, it festers so, that I can prove 
Twas but a trick to poyson me with love : 
Little the wound was ; greater was the smart ; 
The finger bled, but burnt was all my heart. 

THE ROSARIE 

One ask'd me where the roses grew ? 

I bade him not goe seek ; 
But forthwith bade my Julia shew 

A bud in either cheek. 
14 
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THB PARCJE, OR, THREE DAINTY 

DESTINIES 

The Armilet 

Three lovely Sisters working were 

(As they were closely set) 
Of soft and dainty Maiden-haire, 

A curious Armelet. 
I smiling:, ask'd them what they did ? 

(Faire Destinies all three) 
'Who told me, they had drawn a thred 

Of Life, and 'twas for me. 
They shew'd me then, how fine 'twas spun : 

And I reply'd thereto, 
I care not now how soone 'tis done, 

Or cut, if cut by you. 

TO ROBIN RED-BREST 

Laid out for dead, let thy last klndnesse be 
With leaves and mosse-work for to cover me: 
And while the Wood-nimphs my cold corps inter, 
Sing thou my Dirge, sweet-warbling Chorister 1 
For Epitaph, in Foliage, next write this. 
Here, bete, the tomb otRoMtt HenicklM. 

DISCONTENTS IN DEVON 

More discontents I never had 
Since I was bom, then here ; 

Where I have been, and still am sad, 
In this dull Devon-shire : 
IS 
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Yet justly too I must confesse ; 

I neV invented such 
Ennobled numbers for the Presse, 

Then where I loath'd so much. 

TO HIS PATERNAL COUNTREY 

O Earth ! Earth ! Earth ! heare thou my voice, 

and be 
Loving, and gentle for to cover me : 
Banish'd from thee I live ; ne'r to return, 
Unlesse thou giv'st my small Remains an Ume* 

CHERRIE-RIPE 

Cherrie-ripei Ripe, Ripe, I cry, 
Full and faire ones ; come and buy: 
If so be, you ask me where 
They doe grow ? I answer, There, 
"Where my Julia's lips doe smile ; 
There 's the Land, or Cherry-Ile : 
Whose Plantations fully show 
All the yeere, where Cherries grow. 

TO HIS MISTRESSES 

Put on your silks ; and piece by piece 
Give them the scent of Amber-Greece : 
And for your breaths too, let them smell 
Ambrosia-like, or Nectarell ; 
Willie other Gums their sweets perspire, 
By your owne jewels set on fire. 
16 



HIS REQUEST TO JULIA 

Julia, if I chance to die 

Ere I print my Poetry ; 

I most humbly thee desire 

To commit it to the fire : 

Better 'twere my Book were dead, 

Then to live not perfected. 

UPON SILVIA, A MISTRESSE 

When some shall say, Faire once my Silvia was ; 
Thou wilt complaine, False now 's thy Looklng- 

glasse: 
niHiich renders that quite tamisht, which was 
green; ' 
^^^^MiA Priceless now, what Peerless once had been : 
^i^/ioci thy Forme more wrinkles yet will fall, 
^^^uf comming downe, shall mak« no tioVs^ ^ ^- 
« 17 
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CHEERPULNESSE IN CHARITIB: 
OR, THE SWEET SACRIFICE 

Tis not a thousand Bullocks thles 
Can please those Heav'nly Deities, 
If the Vower don't express 
In his OStringt Cheerfulness. 

SWEETNESSE IN SACRIFICE 

'Tis not greatness they require, 
To be offer'd up by fire : 
But 'tis sweetness that doth please 
Those Etemall Essences. 

UPON JULIA'S VOICE 

So smooth, so sweet, so silv'ry is thy iroice. 
As, could they hear, the Damn'd would make no 

noise, 
But listen to thee, (walking in thy chamber) 
Melting; melodious words to Lutes of Amber. 

AGAINE 

When I thy singing: next shall heare. 
He wish I mig:fat tume all to eare. 
To drink in Notes, and Numbers ; sack 
As blessed soules cann't heare too much.: 
Then melted down, there let me lye 
Entraac'd, and lost confusedly ; 
And by thy Musique strackcs mate» 
Die and be tnra'd into a Lnte. 
i8 
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ALL THINGS DECAY AND DIE 

Ali tbiagM decay with Time: The Forrest sees 
The growth, and down-fiall of her aged trees ; 
That Timber tall, wfakh three-score lusters stood 
The procMl Dictator of the State-like wood : 
I meane (the Soveraigne of all Plants) the Oke 
Droops, dies, and falls without the cleaver's 
stroke. 



THE SUCCESSION OF THE FOURS 
SWEET MONTHS 

First, April, she with mellow showrs 

Opens the way for early flowers ; 

Then after her comes smiling May, 

In a more rich and sweet aray ; 

Next enters June, and brings us more 

Jems, then those two, that went before : 

Then (lastly) July comes, and she 

More wealth brings in, then all those three. 

NO SHIPWRACK OF VERTUE 

To a Friend 

Thon sail'st with others in this Argus here ; 
Nor wrack or Bulging thou hast cause to feare : 
But trust to this, my noble passenger ; 
Who swims with Vertue, he shall still be sore 
(U^ynoklike) all tempests to endure ; 
And 'midst a thousand gulfs to be s^cus^. 
19 
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UPON HIS SISTER-IN-LAW, MISTRBSSB 
ELIZAB. HBRRICK 

First, for Eflfusioiis due tmto the dead, 
My solemne Vowes have here accomplished : 
Next, how I love thee, that my griefe must tell, 
Wherein thou liv'st for ever. Deare farewell. 

OF LOVE. A SONET 

How Love came in, I do not know, 
Whether by th' eye, or eare, or no ; 
Or whether with the sonle it came 
(At first) infused with the same ; 
Whether in part 'tis here or there, 
Or, like the soule, whole every where : 
This troubles me : but I as well 
As any other, this can tell ; 
That when from hence she does depart. 
The out-let then is from the heart. 

THE ROCK OF RUBIES: AND 
THE QUARRIE OP PEARLS 

Some ask'd me where the Rubies £:rew? 

And nothing: I did say : 
But vTith my fing^er pointed to 

The lips of Julia. 
Some ask'd how Pearls did grow, and where ? 

Then spoke I to my Girle, 
To part her lips, and shew'd them there 

The Quarelets of Pearl, 
ao 
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CONPORMITIE 

Conformity was ever knowne 

A foe to Dissolution : 

Nor can we that a mine call, 

'Whose crack g:ives crushing: unto all. 

TO THE KING, UPON HIS COMMING 
WITH HIS ARMY INTO THE WEST 

"Welcome, most welcome to our Vowes and us, 
Most great, and universall Genius ! 
The Drooping West, which hitherto has stood 
As one, in long-lamented widow-hood, 
Looks like a Bride now, or a bed of flowers, 
Newly refresh't, both by the Sun, and showers. 
War, which before was horrid, now appears 
Lovely in you, brave Prince of Cavaliers ! 
A deale of courage in each bosome springs 
By your accesse ; (O you the best of Kings I) 
Ride on with all white Omens; so that 

where. 
Your Standard 's up, we fix a Conquest there. 

UPON ROSES 

Under a Lawne, then skyes more cleare 

Some ruffled Roses nestUng were : 

And snugging there, they seem'd to lye 

As in a flowrie Nunnery : 

They blush'd, and look'd more fresh then flowers 

Qoickned of late by Pearly showers ; 
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And all, because they were possest 
But of the heat of Julia's breast : 
"^OThich as a warme, and moktoed spring, 
Gave them their ever flourishing:. 

TO THE KING AND QUEENE, UPON 
THEIR UNHAPPY DISTANCES 

"Voe, woe to them, who (by a ball of strife) 
Doe, and have parted here a Man and "Wift : 
Charb the best Husband, while Maria strives 
To be, and is, the very best of Wives : 
Like Streams, you are divorc'd ; but 'twill come 

when, 
These eyes of mine shall see you mix agfen. 
Thus speaks the Oke, here ; C. and M. shall meet, 
Treading" on Amber, with their silvei^eet : 
Nor wil 't be long, ere this accomplish'd be ; 
The words found true, C. M. remember me. 

THE CHEAT OF CUPID: OR 
THE UNGENTLE GUEST 

One silent night of late, 
"When every creature rested, 

Came one unto my gate, 
And knocking, me molested. 

Who 's that (said I) beats there, 
And troubles thus the Steeple? 

Cast off (said he) all f eare. 
And let not Locks thus keep ye. 
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For I a Boy am, who 

By Moonlesse nights have swerved ; 
And all with showrs wet through, 

And e'en with cold half starved. 

I pittffnli arose. 

And soon a Taper lighted ; 
And did my selfe disclose 

Unto the lad benighted. 

I saw he had a Bow, 

And Vings too, which did sUvcr ; 
And looUag down below, 

I spy'd he had a Quiver. 

I to my Chimney's shine 

Brought him (as Love professes) 
And chaf 'd his hands with mine. 

And diy'd his dropping Tresses : 

But when he felt him warm'd, 

Let 's try this bow of ours, 
And string, if they be harm*d. 

Said he, with these late diowrs. 

Forthwith his bow he bent. 
And wedded string and arrow, 

And struck me, that it went 
Quite through my heart and marrow. 

Then kmgt^ng loud, he flew 

Away, and tbns said tying. 
Adieu, mine Host, adieu, 

lie leave thy heart a dying. 
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TO THE REVEREND SHADE OP 
HIS RELIGIOUS FATHER 

That for seven Lusters I did never come 
To doe the Rites to thy Religious Tombe ; 
That neither haire was cut, or true teares 

shed 
By me, o'r thee (as justments to the dead), 
Forgive, forgive me ; since I did not know 
'Whether thy bones had here their Rest, or no. 
But now 'tis known, Behold ; behold, I bring 
Unto thy Ghost th' Effused Offering : 
And look, what Smallage, Night-shade, 

Cypresse, Yew, 
Unto the shades have been, or now are due, 
Here I devote ,* And something more then so 
I come to pay a Debt of Birth I owe. 
Thou gav'st me life (but Mortall); For that 

one 
Favour, He make fiill satisfaction ; 
For my life mortall. Rise from out thy Herse, 
And take a life immortall from my Verse. 



DELIGHT IN DISORDER 

A sweet disorder in the dresse 
Kindles in doathes a wantonnesse : 
A Lawne about the shoulders thrown 
Into a fine distraction : 
24 



"Vere I to give thee Baptime, I wo'd chuse 
To Christen thee, the Bride, the Bashful! Muse, 
Or Muse of Roses : since that name does fit 
Best with those Virgin-verses thou hast writ : 
Which are so deane, so chast, as none may feare 
Cato the Censor, sho'd he scan each here. 



UPON LOVE 

Love scorch'd my finger, but did spare 

The burning of my heart ; 
To signifie, in Love my share 

Sho'd be a UtUe part. 

Uttle I love; but if that he 

'We'd but that heat recall : 
That Joynt to ashes sho'd be burnt, 

Ere I wo*d love at aU. 
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TO DEAN-BOURN, A RUDE RIVER IN 
DEVON : BY WHICH SOMETIMES HE 
LIVED 

Dean-bourn, farewell ; I never look to see 

Deane, or thy wafiy iaciviUty. 

Thy rockie bottome, that doth teare thy streams, 

And makes them Crantkk, er'a to «U eztreames ; 

To my content, I never sho'd behold, 

"Were thy streames silver, or thy rocks all 

gold. 
Rockie thou art ; and rockie we discover 
Tliy men ; and rockie are thy wayes all over. 
O men, O manners ; There and ever knowne 
To be A Rockie Generation I 
A people curri^di ; churlish as the seas ; 
And rude (almost) as rudest Salvag:es : 
With whom I did, and may re-sojoume when 
Rockes turn to Rivers, Rivers turn to Men. 

KISSING USURIE 

Biancha, Let 

Ne pay the debt 
I owe thee for a kisse 

Thou lend'st to me 

And I to thee 
Wm render ten for this : 

If thou wilt say, 
Ten will not pay 

26 



HESPERIDES 

For that so rich a one ; 

lie deare the summe, 

IfitwiHcome 
Unto a NiWoo. 

By this, I g:tie8se, 

Of happinesse 
Who has a little measure ; 

He must of right, 

To th' utmost mite, 
Nake payment for his pleasure. 

TO JULIA 

How rich and pleasing: thou, my Julia, art, 
In each thy dainty, and peculiar part I 
First, for thy Queen-ship on thy head is set 
Of flowers a sweet commingled Coronet : 
About thy neck a Carkanet is bound, 
Made of the Ruble, Pearle, and Diamond: 
A golden ring, that shines upon thy thumb : 
About thy wrist, the rich Dardanium. 
Between thy Breasts (then Doune of Swans 

more white) 
There playes the Saphire with the Chrysolite. 
No part besides must of thy selfe be known. 
But by the Topase, Opal, Calcedon. 

TO LAURELS 

A funerall stone, 
Or Verse I covet none. 
But onely crave 
Of you, that I may have 
27 
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A sacred Laurel springing from my grave : 
'Which being seen, 
Blest with perpetuall greene, 

Nay g^row to be 
Not so much call'd a tree, 
As the eternall monumeift of me. 

HIS CAVALIER 
Give me that man, that dares bestride 
The active sea-horse, & with pride, 
Through that huge field of waters ride : 

Who, with his looks too, can appease 
The ruffling winds and raging Seas, 
In mid'st of all their outrages. 

This, this a virtuous man can doe, 
Saile against Rocks, and split them too ; 
1 1 and a world of Pikes passe through. 

THE BAG OF THE BEE 
About the sweet bag of a Bee, 

Two Cupids fell at odds ; 
And whose the pretty prize shu'd be, 

They vow'd to ask the Gods. 

'Which Venus hearing, thither came. 
And for their boldness stript them : 

And taking thence from each his flame ; 
With rods of Nirtle whipt them. 

Which done, to still their wanton cries, 
"When quiet grown sh'ad seen them, 

She kist, and wip'd thir dove-like eyes ; 
And gave the Bag between them. 



HESPBRIDES 

LOVE KILLED BY LACK 

Let me be wanne ; let me be fully fed : 
LuxuriouB Love by Wealth is uoariMbed, 
Let me be leane, and cold, and once grown poore» 
I shall dislike, what once I lov'd before. 

TO HIS MISTRESSE 

Choose me your Valentine : 

Next, let us marry : 
Love to the death will pine, 

If we long tarry. 

Promise, and keep your vowes, 

Or vow ye never : 
Love's doctrine disallowes 

Troth-breakers ever. 

You have broke promise twice 

(Deare) to undoe me ; 
If you prove faithless thrice. 

None then will wooe ye. 



TO THE GENEROUS READER 

See, and not see ; and if thou chance t' espie 
Some Abberrations in my Poetry ; 
"Wink at small faults, the greater, ne'rthelesse 
Hide, and with them, their Father's nakedness. 
Let's doe our best, our "Watch and Ward to 

keep: 
Homer himself, in a long work, may sil^e:^. 
29 



NO WANT WHERE THERE'S LITTLE 

To Bread and Water none is poore ; 
And having: these, what need of more ? 
Thoug^h much from out the Cess be spent. 
Nature with Utile Is content. 



TO DIANEME 

Deare, thougfh to part it be a Hell, 
Yet Dianeme, now farewell : 
Thy frown (last nig^ht) did bid me goe ; 
But whither, onely Grief do's know. 
I doe beseech thee, ere we part, 
(If merdfull, as faire thou art ; 
Or else desir'st that Naids sho'd tell 
Thjpitty by Love's-Chronicle) 
30 



oequeath to me one parting- kisse : 
So sup'rabimdant joy shall be 
The Executioner of me. 



IVINATION BY A DAFFADILL 

When a Daffadill I see, 
Hanging* down his head fwards me, 
Gnesse I may, what I must be : 
First, I shall decline my head ; 
Secondly, I shall be dead ; 
Lastly, safely buryed. 



THE PAINTER, TO DRAW HIM 
A PICTURE 
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Then for an easie fansie, place 
A Burling: iron for his face : 
Next, make his cheeks with breath to swell, 
And for to speak, if possible : 
But do not so ; for feare, lest he 
Sho'd by his breathing^, poyson thee. 

A LYRICK TO MIRTH 

While the milder Fates consent, 
Let 's enjoy our merryment : 
Drink, and dance, and pipe, and play ; 
Kisse our Dollies nig^ht and day: 
Crown'd with clusters of the Vine ; 
Let us sit, and quaffe our wine. 
Call on Bacchus ; chaunt his praise ; 
Shake the Thyrse, and bite the Bayes: 
Rouze Anacreon from the dead ; 
And return him drunk to bed : 
Sing o're Horace ; for ere long* 
Death will come and mar the song: : 
Then shall Wilson and Gotiere 
Never sing:, or play more here. 

TO THE EARLE OF WESTMERLAND 

When my date 's done, and my gray age must 

die; 
Nurse up, great Lord, this my posterity 
Weak though it be; long may it grow, and 

stand, 
Shor'd up by you (Brave Earle of Westmerland). 
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AGAINST LOVE 

Whtn ere my heart, Love's warmth, but enter- 

taines, 
) Frost I O Snow I O Haile I forbid the Banes. 
)ne drop now deads a spark ; but if the same 
>nce s:ets a force, Floods cannot quench the 

flame, 
^ther then love, let me be ever lost ; 
>r let me 'g^ender with etemall frost. 

UPON JULIA'S RIBAND 

\» shews the Aire, when with a Rain-bow 

S^rac'd; 
>o smiles that Riband 'bout my Julia's waste ; 
>r like— Nay 'tis that Zonulet of love, 
OTherein all pleasures of the world are wove. 

THE FROZEN ZONE: OR, JULIA 
DISDAINFULL 

WhHher ? Say, whither shall I fly, 

To slack these flames wherein I frie ? 

To the Treasures, shall I g:oe, 

Of the Raine, Frost, Haile, and Snow? 

Shall I search the under-ground. 

Where all Damps and Mists are found? 

ShaU I seek (for speedy ease) 

All the floods, and frozen seas ? 

Or descend into the deep, 

Where etemall cold does ke«{>'t 

c oa 
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These may coole ; but there 's a Zone 
Colder yet then any one : 

That *a my Julia's breast : where dwefai 

Such destructive Ysides ; 
As that the Congelation will 
Me sooner starve, then those can kill. 

TO THE PATRON OF POETS 
M. END: PORTER 

Let there be Patrons ; Patrons like to thee. 

Brave Porter I Poets ne'r will wanting be : 

Fabius, and Cotta, Lentulus all live 

In thee, thou Man of Men I who here do'st give 

Not onely subject-matter for our wit. 

But likewise Oyle of Maintenance to it: 

For which, before thy Threshold, we 11 lay downe 

Our ThjH^se, for Scepter ; and our Bales for Crown. 

For to say truth, all Garlands are thy dae ; 

The Laurell, Mirtle, Oke, and Ivie too. 

THE SADNESSE OF THINGS FOR 
SAPHO'S SICKNESSE 

UUies will languish ; Violets look iU ; 
Sickly the Prim-rose ; Pale the DaffiuUll ; 
That gallant Tulip will hang down his head. 
Like to a Virgin newly ravished. 
Pansies will weep ; and Marygolds will wither ; 
And keep a Fast, and Funerall together, 
If Sapho droop ; Daisies will open never, 
Bat bid Good-night, and close their lids for ever. 
34 



HB8PBRIDB8 



LBANDERS OBSBQUIES 

When as Leander young: was drown'dy 
No heart by love recdv'd a wound ; 
But on a Rock himselfe sate by, 
There weeping: sup'rabundantly, 
Si£:hs nnmberlesse he cast aboirt» 
And all his Tapers thus put out : 
His head upon his hand he laid ; 
And sobbing: deeply, thus he said. 
Ah, cmell Sea ! and looking: on't, 
Wept as he 'd drowne the Hellespont. 
And sure his tong:ue had more exprest. 
But that his teares forbad the rest. 



FOURE THINGS MAKE US HAPPY HERB 

Health is the first g:ood lent to men ; 
A g:entle disposition then : 
Next, to be rich by no by-wayes ; 
Lastly, with friends t' enjoy our dayes. 



HIS PARTING FROM MRS. DOROTHY 
KENEDAY 

When I did g:oe from thee, I felt that smart, 
Which Bodies do, when Souls from them 

depart 
Thon did'st not mind it; thoug:h thou then 

mig:ht'st see 
ne tnrn'd to tears ; yet did'st not vi«e^ Iqk m.^ 
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She shall : Then my hope is, 
That when I 'm poore, 
And nothing- have 
To send, or save ; 

I 'm sure she '11 ask no more. 



UPON ONE LILLIE, WHO MARRYE 
WITH A MAID CALL'D ROSE 

What times of sweetnesse this faire day for 

shows, 
fP2tetui9 the Lilly marries with the Rose I 
Wfa^ert is lookt for ? but we all sho'd see 
^o ^prM^iig from ^lefe a sweet Postec\!by • 
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AN EPITAPH UPON A CHILD 

Virgins promised when I dy'd, 
That they wo'd each Primrose-tide, 
Daely, Nome and Er'ning, come, 
And with flowers dresse my Tomb. 
Having promis'd, pay yonr debts, 
Naids, and here strew Violets. 

THE HOURE-GLASSE 

That Houre-glasse, which there ye see 
With Water fill'd, (Sirs, credit me) 
The hnmonr was, (as I have read) 
But Lovers tears inchristalled. 
Which, as they drop by drop doe passe 
From th' upper to the under-glasse 
Do in a trickling manner tell, 
<By many a watrie syllable) 
That Lovers tears in life-time shed. 
Do restless run when they are dead. 

HIS FARE-WELL TO SACK 

Farewell thou Thing, time-past so knowne, s( 

deare 
To me, as blood to life and spirit : Neare, 
Nay, thon more neare then kindred, friend, man 

wife, 
Male to the female, sonle to body : Life 
To gnick action, or the warme soft side 
orotereaigDhig, yet resisting Bride. 
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The Une of Virgins; First-fruits of the bed ; 
Soft speedi, smooth touch, the lips, the Maiden- 
head: 
These, and a thousand sweets, co'd never be 
So neare, or deare, as thou wast once to 

me. 
O thou the drink of Gods, and Ang^els I "^K^ine 
That scatter'st Spirit and Lust; whose purest 

shine, 
More radiant then the Summers Sun-beams 

wbovn; 
Each way ilhistrious, brave ; and like to those 
Comets we see by night; whose shagg'd 

portents 
Fore-tell the comming of some dire events : 
Or some fnU flame, which with a pride aspires, 
Throwing about his wild, and Active fires. 
nris thon, above Nectar, O Divinest soule I 
(Etemall in thy self) that canst controule 
That, which subverts whole nature, grief and 

care; 
Vezatioo of the mind, and damn*d Despaire. 
TIs thou, alone, who with thy Mistick Fan, 
Voffk'st more then "Wisdome, Art, or Nature 

can. 
To rouse the sacred madnesse ; and awake 
The frost-bound blood, and spirits; and to 



Them frantick with thy raptures, flashing through 
The oonle, like lightning, and as active too. 
^ris not Apollo can, or those thrice three 
I iriitenb shig, if w«iA\kis \)ii«t. 
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Horace, Anacreon both had lost their fome, 
Hadst thou not fill'd them with tl^ fire and 

flame. 
Phebean splendour ! and thon Thespian springy ! 
Of which, sweet Swans must drink, before thej 

sing 
Their true-pac*d Numbers, and their Holy-Layes, 
Which makes them worthy Cedar, and the 

bayes. 
But why ? why long^er doe I gaze upon 
Thee with the eye of admiration ? 
Since I must leave thee ; and enforced, must say 
To all thy witching beauties, Goe, Away. 
But if thy whimpring looks doe aSk me why? 
Then know, that Nature bids thee goe, not I. 
'Tis her erroneous self has made a braine 
Uncapable of such a Soveraigne, 
As is thy powerfiiU selfe. Prethee not smile ; 
Or smile more inly ; lest thy looks beguile 
My vowes denounc'd in zeale, which thus much 

show thee. 
That I have sworn, but by thy looks to know 

thee. 
Let others drink thee freely ; and desire 
Thee and their lips espous'd ; while I admire, 
And love thee ; but not taste thee. Let my 

Muse 
Faile of thy former helps : and onely use 
Her inadult'rate strength : what 's done by me 
Hereafter, shall smell of the Lamp, not thee. 
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_^***^ , iniLner new^ 
-w»/ifl-red-brest ; who at view, 

Not seeing: her at all to stir, 

Brought leaves and mosse to cover her: 

But while he, perking-, there did prie 

About the Arch of either eye ; 

The lid began to let out day ; 

At which poore Robin flew away : 
And seeing her not dead, but all disleav'd ; 
He chifpt for joy, to see himself disceav'd. 

TO MYRRHA HARDHEARTED 

Fold now thine armes ; and hang the head. 

Like to a Lillie withered : 

Next, look thou like a sickly Moone ; 

Or like Jocasta in a swoone. 

Then weep, and sigh, and softly )ro^ 

Like to a widdow dm'—-' ' 
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THE BTB 

Make me a hearen ; and make me there 
Many a lease and greater spheare. 
Make me the straig^ht, and oblique lines ; 
The notions, Lations, and the Signes. 
Make me a Chariot, and a Stm ; 
And let them through a Zodiac run : 
Next, place me Zones, and Tropicks there ; 
"With an the Seasons of the Yeare. 
Make me a Sun-set ; and a Night : 
And then present the Mornings-light 
Cloth'd in her Chamlets of Delight. 
To these, make Clouds to poure downe ralne ; 
With weather foule, then faire againe. 
And when, wise Artist, that thou hast, 
With all that can be, this heaven grac't ; 
Ah ! what is then this curious skie, 
But onely my Corinna's eye ? 



UPON THB MUCH LAMENTED 
MR. J. WARR 

"Whai "Visdome, Learning, "Wit, or "Worthy 
Youth, or sweet Nature, co'd bring forth, 
Rests here with him ; who was the Fame» 
The Volumne of himselfe, and Name. 
If, Reader, then thou wilt draw neere. 
And doe an honour to thy teare ; 
Weep then for him, for whom laments 
Not one, bat many Monuments. 
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SINGLE LIFE MOST SECURE 

Saspidon, Discontent* and Strife, 
Come in for Dowrie with a Wife. 



THE CURSE, A SONG 

Goe, perjnr'd man ; and if thon ere retmn 
To see the small remainders in mine Ume : 
When thon shalt laugh at my Religious dust ; 
And ask, Where's now the colour, forme and 

trust 
Of Womans beauty? and with hand more rude 
Rifle the Flowers which the Vhrgins strew'd : 
Know, I have pray'd to Furie, that some 

wind 
May blow my ashes up, and strike thee blind. 

THE WOUNDED CUPID. SONG 

Cupid as he lay among 
Roses, by a Bee was stung. 
Whereupon in anger flying 
To his Mother, said thus crying ; 
Help ! O help 1 your Boy 's a dying. 
And why, my pretty Lad, said she ? 
Then blubbering, replyed he, 
A winged Snake has bitten me. 
Which Country people call a Bee. 
At which she smil'd ; then with her hahB 
And kisses drying up his tears: 
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Alas ! said she, my 'WsLgl if this 
Such a pernicious tonnent is: 
Come tel me then, how great 's the smart 
Of those, thou woundest with thy Dart I 

TO DEWES. A SONG 

I burn, I bum ; and beg of yon 

To quench, or coole me with your Dew. 

I frie in fire, and so consume, 

Although the Pile be all perfume. 

Alas I the heat and death 's the same ; 

'Whether by choice, or common flame : 

To be in Oyle of Roses drown'd. 

Or water ; where 's the comfort found ? 

Both bring one death ; and I die here, 

Unlesse you coole me with a Teare : 

Alas I I call ; but ah I I see 

Ye coole, and comfort all, but me. 

LOVE ME LITTLE, LOVE ME LONG 
You say, to me-wards your affection's strong ; 
Pray love me little, so you love me long. 
Slowly goes farre : the meane is best : Desire 
Grown violent, do's either die, or tire. 

UPON A VIRGIN KISSING A ROSE 

Twas but a single Rose, 

Till you on it did breathe ; 
But since (me thinks) it shows 

Not so much Rose, as Wreathe. 
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.^ON AVJIFETHAT DYED MAD 
WITH JEALOUSIE 

In this little Vault she lyes, 

«^ Here, with all her jealousies : 

Quiet yet ; but if ye make 
Any noise, they both will wake, 
And such spirits raise, 'twill then 

r Trouble Death to lay agen. 

! UPON THE BISHOP OF LIN- 

i COLNE'S IMPRISONMENT 

f Never was Day so over-sick with showres, 
r But that it had some intermitting; houres. 
; Never was night so tedious, but it knew 

The Last "Watch out, and saw the Dawning too. 
I Never was Dungeon so obscurely deep, 
Wherein or Light, or Day, did never peep. 
Never did Moone so ebbe, or seas so wane, 
But they left Hope-seed to fill up againe. 
So you, my Lord, though you have now your stay, 
Your Night, your Prison, and your Ebbe; you 

may 
Spring up afresh ; when all these mists are spent, 
And Star-like, once more, guild our Fumament. 
Let but That Mighty Cesar speak, and then, 
AH bolts, all barres, aU gates shall cleave ; as 

when 
ThMt Bartb-qaakt shook the house, and gave 
tteMtont 
ApoatteM, wtL^^ (unshackled) to goc out. 
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T*l^|»^^ ^"^ ^^^ «>«nd to 

^cH^JJ^e meanest remedy : 

"k by yon was s:all'd, the 

f i ply iW|H*f *« ^^ yo"" ««• 

#lMl6§»llpf44l^:^^OM IDLBNBSSB 

*f %Stpi^g:«?#i doctrine heare. 

^ir:|#:ii^i^ maiden-haire ; 
* iti^ii#^ii^ there 's a snare. 

*^i^^^^§^^^% take fooles in. 

Jip^i^x^SSi* and all parts else, 
^£ j^:tg}^E|J^:|r Manides 
.. ®^iSiJ^@^^^ enthrall 
.*. S 5«>#?.^i^SS^ most of an. 
- * ii#-isi[#jil^l#<l so Uve free 
; t' £-^Si>i^li^i^i^#> > ^e to me 
^ '^':£!^*^li^^^F^j^^^ and still can prove, 
' '^^ ?^ [ji^iiB&Sf^'^^oat doth iove. 




K .«. .*. .«. 



i.J ¥Ci^?l^^?i^E TONGUBS 

^" '.f::*'.**"*':i:. «.:!:**' 

|si|i|^li|^4B|^i^ as mute the while, 
'^iifli^i^^lesse Crocodile. 
|^\^l^%i^y Julia co'd not heare ; 
p£i^!(^i[iii|5^S%e to stamp a teare : 
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By which, mhie angry nistresse might descry, 
Teares are the noble language of the eye. 
And when true love of words is destitute, 
The Eyes by tears speak, while the Tongue is 
mute. 

UPON A YOUNG MOTHER OF 
MANY CHILDREN 

Let all chaste MatronSi when they chance to see 
My num'rous issue : Praise, and pitty me. 
Praise me, for having such a fruitfull wombe : 
Pity me too, who found so soone a Tomb. 

HIS WISH 

It is sufficient if we pray 
To Jove, who gives, and takes away : 
Let him the Land and Living finde ; 
Let me alone to fit the mind.' 

HIS PROTESTATION TO 
PERILLA 

Noone-day and Midnight shall at once be scene ; 
Trees, at one time, shall be both sere and greene: 
Fire and water shall together lye 
In one-setf-^tweet-conspiring sympathie : 
Summer and Winter shall at one time show 
Ripe eares of come, and up to th' eares in snow : 
Seas shall be sandlesse ; Fields devoid of grasse ; 
Shapelesse the world (as when all Chaos was) 
before my deare Perilla, I wiU be 
J^s)ae to my vow, or fall away itocaXS^t!^ 
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Permit me, Julia, now to goe away ; 

Or, by thy love, decree me here to stay. 

If thon wilt say, that I shall live with thee 

Here shall my endless Tabernacle be : 

If not, (as banisht) I will live alone 

There, where no language ever yet was known. 

ON HIMSELFE 

Love-sick I am, and must endure 
A desp'rate grief, that finds no cure. 
Ah me 1 I try ; and trying, prove, 
No Herba have power to cure Love. 
Only one Soveraign salve, I know. 
And that is Death, the end of Woe. 

THE CRUELL MAID 

And Cruell Maid, because I see 
You scomfull of my love, and me : 
lie trouble you no more ; but goe 
Ny way, where you shall never knovr 
'What is become of me : there I 
Will find me out a path to die ; 
Or leame some way how to forget 
You, and your name, for ever : yet 
Ere I go hence ; know this from me. 
What will, in time, your Fortune be : 
This to your coynesse I will tell ; 
Aad having; spoke it once, FarewelL 
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The Lillie will not long^ endure ; 
Nor the Snow continue pure : 
The Rose, the Violet, one day 
See, both these Lady-flowers decay : 
And you must fade, as well as they. 
And it may chance that Love may turn. 
And (like to mine) make your heart bum 
And weep to see 't ; yet this thing doe. 
That my last Vow commends to you : 
"^hen yon shall see that I am dead. 
For pitty let a teare be shed ; 
And (with your Mantle o're me cast) 
Give my cold lips a kisse at last : 
If twice you kisse, you need not feare, 
That I shall stir, or live more here. 
Next, hollow out a Tombe to cover 
Ne ; me, the most despised Lover : 
And write thereon, TbU, Reader, know. 
Love kill'd tbU man. No more but so. 

TO DIANEME 



Sweet, be not proud of those two eyes, 
Which Star-like sparkle in their skies : 
Nor be yon proud, that you can see 
All hearts your captives ; yours, yet free : 
Be you not proud of that rich haire, 
Which wantons with the Love-sick aire : 
Whenas that Ruble, which you weare, 
Snnk from the tip of your soft eare, 
Will last to be a precious Stone, 
When all yonr world of B«8lu^<&'« ^<(ycL^» 
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TO THE KING, TO CURB THE 

EVILL " 

To find that Tree of Life, whose Fruiti did feed. 
And Leaves did heale, all sicke of hnmaiie seed: 
To finde Bethesda, and an Angtl there, i 

Stirring: the waters, I am come ; and hone, j 

At last, I find, (after my much to doe) | 

The Tree, Bethesda, and the Ang^d too: * 

And aU in Yonr Blest Hand, which hm the | 

powers ' 

Of all those suppling^-healins: herbs and flowers. 
To that soft Charm, that Spell, that Bfagick 

Bough, 
That high Enchantment I betake me now: 
And to that Hand, (the Branch of Heavens fah-e 

Tree) 
I kneele for help ; O ! lay that hand on me. 
Adored Cesar I and my Faith is such, 
I shaU be heal'd, if that my KI NG bnt tondi. 
The Evill is not Yours : my sorrow sings, | 

Mine is the EviU, but the Cure, the KINGS. j 



HIS MISERY IN A MISTRBSSE 

Vater, Water I espie : 

Come, and coole ye ; all who frie 

In your loves ; but none as I. 

Though a thousand showres be 
StiU a falling, yet I see 
Not one drop to light on me* 
SO 
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Happy you, who can have seas 
For to quench ye, or some ease 
From your kinder Mistresses. 

I have one, and she alone. 

Of a thousand thousand known. 

Dead to all compassion. 

Such an one, as will repeat 

Both the cause, and make the heat 

More by ProTOcation great. 

Gentle friends, though I despaire 
Of my cure, doe you beware 
Of those Girles, which cruell are. 

TO A GENTLEWOMAN OBJECTING 
TO HIM HIS GRAY HAIRBS 

Am I despis'd, because yon say, 
And I dare sweare, that I am gray? 
Know, Lady, you have but your day : 
And time will come when you shall weare 
Such ffost and snow upon your haire ; 
And when (though long, it comes to passe) 
You question with your Looking-glasse ; 
And in that sincere Christall seek, 
But find no Rose-bud in your cheek : 
Nor any bed to give the shew 
Where such a rare Carnation grew. 

Ah ! then too late, close in your chamber keeping. 
It wiU be told 
That you are old ; 

By those true teares y'are weeping. 
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TO CEDARS 

If 'mongfst my many Poems, I can see 
One, onely, worthy to be washt by thee : 
I live for ever ; let the rest all lye 
In dennes of Darkness, or condemned to die. 



UPON CUPID 

Love, like a Gypsie, lately came ; 

And did me much importune 
To see my hand ; that by the same 

He mig^ht fore-tell my Fortune. 

He saw my Palme ; and then, said he, 
I tell thee, by this score here ; 

That thou, within few months, shalt be 
The youthful Prince D* Amour here. 

I smil'd ; and bade him once more prove 
And by some crosse-line show it ; 

That I co'd ne'r be Prince of Love, 
Though here the Princely Poet. 



HOW PRIMROSES CAME GREEN 

Virgins, time-past, known were these, 
Troubled with Green-sicknesses, 
Tum'd to flowers : Stil the hieu. 
Sickly Giriea, they beare of you. 
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TO JOS: LO: BISHOP OP 

BXBTBR 

Whom 8ho*d I feare to write to, if I can 

Stand before yon, my leam'd Diocesan? 

And never shew blood-£:uiltinesse, or feare 

To see my Unes Excathedrated here. 

Since none so e:ood are, but you may condemne; 

Or here so bad, but you may pardon them. 

If then, (my Lord) to sanctifie my Muse 

One onely Poem out of all you '1 chuse ; 

And mark it for a Rapture nobly writ, 

Tis Good Confirmed ; for you have Bishop*t it. 

UPON A BLACK TWIST, ROUNDING THE 

ARME OF THE COUNTESSE 

OP CARLILE 

I saw about her spotlesse wrist. 
Of blackest silk, a curious twist ; 
Which, circumvolving* gently, there 
Enthrall'd her Arme, as Prisoner. 
Dark was the Jayle ; but as if light 
Had met t'eagender with the night ; 
Or 80, as Darknesse made a stay 
To shew at once, both night and day. 
I fancie more I but if there be 
Such Freedome in Captivity ; 
I beg of Love, that ever I 
May in like Chains of Darknesse lie. 
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ON HIMSELPB 



I feare no Earthly Powers ; 

But care for crowns of flowers : 

And love to have my Beard a 

With Wine and Oile besmear'd. / 

This day lie drowne all sorrow ; ' 

Who knowes to live to morrow? 



A RING PRESENTED TO JULIA 

Julia, I bring 

To thee this Ring:, 
Nade for thy finger fit ; 

To shew by this, 

That our love is 
(Or sho'd be) like to it. 

Close though it be. 

The joynt is free : 
So when Love's yoke is on» 

It must not gall, 

Or fret at all 
With hard oppression* 

But it must play 

Still either way; 
And be, too, such a yoke* 

As not too wide. 

To over-slide ; 
Or be no strait to choak. 
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So we, who beare, 

This beamei must reare 
Onr selves to such a height : 

As that the sUy 

Of either may 
Create the burden light. 

And as this round 
Is no where found 

To flaw, or else to sever : 
So let our love 
As endless prove ; 

And pure as Gold for ever. 



UPON THB DBTRACTER 

I ask*t thee oft, what Poets thou hast read, 
And lik'st the best? StiU thou reply 'st. The 



I shall, ere long, with green turfs cover'd be ; 
Then sore thon ^ like, or thou wilt envie me. 



TO MUSICK 
Begin to charme, and as thou stroak'st mine 



"With thy enchantment, melt me into tears. 
Then let thy active hand scud o're thy Lyre : 
And make my spirits frantick with the fire. 
That done, link down into a silv'rie straine ; 
And make me smooth as Balme, and Oile againe. 
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CORINNA'S GOING A MAYING 

Get up, get up for shame, the Blooming Mome 
Upon her wings presents the god nn- 

shome. 
See how Aurora throwes her faire 
Fresh-quilted colours through the aire : 
Get up, sweet Slug-a-bed, and see 
The Dew-bespangling Herbe and Tree. 

Each flower has wept, and bow'd toward the 
East, 

Above an houre since ; yet you not drest, 
Nay 1 not so much as out of bed ? 
When all the Birds have Mattens seyd, 
And sung their thankfull Hymnes: tia 

sin, 
Nay, profanation to keep in, 

"Whenas a thousand Virgins on this day, 

Spring, sooner then the Lark, to fetch in l^y. 

Rise ; and put on your Foliage, and be seene 
To come forth, like the Spring-time, fresh and 
greene; 
And sweet as Flora. Take no care 
For Jewels for your Gowne, or Haire: 
Feare not ; the leaves will strew 
Gemms in abundance upon you : 
Besides, the childhood of the Day has kept, 
Against you come, some Orient Pearls nnwt^: 
Come, and receive them while the lislst 
Hangs OB the Dew-locks of the nifl^t i 
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And Titan on the Eastern hill 
Retires himselfe, or else stands stOI 
Till you come forth. "Wash, dresse, b« briefe in 

praying: 
Few Beads are best, when once we got a 
T^Uijing, 

Come, my Corinna, come ; and comming:, marke 
How each field turns a street; each street a 
Parke 
Made green, and trimm'd with trees: see 

how 
Devotion gives each House a Bough, 
Or Branch: Each Porch, each doore, ere 

this, 
An Arke a Tabernacle is 
Made up of white-thorn neatly enterwove ; 
As if here were those cooler shades of love. 
Can such delights be in the street. 
And open fields, and we not see 't ? 
Come, we 'U abroad ; and let 's obay 
The Proclamation made for May : 
And sin no more, as we have done, by stay- 
ing: 
But my Corinna, come, let 's goe a Maying. 

There 's not a budding Boy, or Girle, this day, 
But is got up, and gone to bring in May. 
A deale of Youth, ere this, is come' 
Back, and with White-thorn laden home. 
Some have dispatcht thehr Cakes and Creame, 
Before that we have left to dreame : 
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And some have wept, and woo'd, and pligfhted 
Troth. 

And choae their Priest, ere we can cast off sloth : 
Many a green-gown has been given ; 
Many a kisse, both odde and even : 
Many a glance too has been sent 
From out the eye, Love's Firmament : 

Many a Jest told of the Keyes betraying 

This night, and Locks pickt, yet w'are not a 
Mayhig. 

Come, let us goe, while we are in our prime ; 
And take the harmlesse follie of the time. 

"Ve shall grow old apace, and die 

Before we know our liberty. 

Oor Ufe is short ; and our dayes run 

As fast away as do's the Sunne : 
And as a vapour, or a drop of raine 
Once lost, can ne'er be found againe ; 

So when or you or I are made 

A Cable, song, or fleeting shade ; 

An love, all liking, all deUght 

Lies drown'd with us in endlesse night. 
Then while time serves, and we are but decaying ; 
Come, my Corinna, come, let 's goe a Maying. 

ON JULIA'S BREATH 

Breathe, Julia, breathe, and I le protest. 
Nay more, I 'le deeply sweare. 

That all the Spices of the East 
Are drcnmfused there. 
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ll^ON A CHILD. AN EPITAPH 

But borne, and like a short Delight, 
I glided by my Parents sight. 
That done, the harder Fates deny'd 
My longer stay, and so I dy'd. 
If pittying my sad Parents Teares, 
You '1 spil a tear or two, with theirs : 
And with some flowrs my grave bestrew. 
Love and they '1 thank you for 't. Adieu. 

A DIALOGUE BETWIXT HORACE AND 
LYDIA, TRANSLATED ANNO x627» 
AND SET BY MR. RO : RAMSEY 

Hor. While, Lydia, I was lov'd of thee. 
Nor any was preferr'd 'fore me 
To hug thy whitest neck : Then I, 
The Persian King liv'd not more happily. 

Lyd. While thou no other didst a£fect. 
Nor Cloe was of more respect ; 
Then Lydia, far-fam'd Lydia, 
I flourish't more then Roman Ilia. 

Hor. Now Thracian Cloe governs me, 
Skilfull r th' Harpe, and Melodie : 
For whose affection, Lydia, I 
(So Fate spares her) am well content to die. 

Lyd. My heart now set on fire is 

By Omithes sonne, young Calais ; 
For whose commutuall flames he.t«. V 
(To save his life) Iwic^ am t^tjJwsoN.^.'^ ^^• 
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ffor. Say our first loves we sho'd revoke, 
And sever'd, joyne in brazen yoke : 
Admit I Cloe put away, 
And love again love-casfc-ofif Lydia? 

Lyd. Though mine be brighter then the Star ; 
Thon lighter then the Cork by far ; 
Rough as th' Adratick sea, yet I 
Will Uve with thee, or else for thee wiU die. 



AN ODE TO MASTER ENDYMION PORTER, 
UPON HIS BROTHERS DEATH 

Not all thy flushing Sunnes are set, 
Herrick, as yet : 
Nor doth this far-drawn Hemisphere 
Frown, and look sullen ev'ry where. 
Dales may conclude in nights ; and Suns may rest. 

As dead, within the West ; 
Yet the next Morne, re-guild the fragrant East. 

Alas for me I that I have lost 

E'en all almost : 
Sunk is my sight ; set is my Sun ; 
And all the loome of life undone : 
The staffe, the Elme, the prop, the shelt'ring wall 

Whereon my Vine did crawle. 
Now, now, blowne downe ; needs must the old 
stock fall. 

Yet, Porter, while thou keep'st alive, 
In death I thrive : 
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And Uke a Pheniz re-asplre 

From ont my Nardei and Fun'raU fire : 

And as I prune my feather'd yonth, so I 
Doe marl how I co'd die, 

When I had Thee, my chiefe Presenrer, by. 

I 'm ttp, I 'm up, and blesse that hand, 

"Which makes me stand 
Now as I doe ; and but for thee, 
I must confesse, I co'd not be. 
The debt is paid : for he who doth resig;ne 

Thanks to the gen'rous Vine ; 
Invites fresh Grapes to fill his Presse with Wine. 



TO HIS DYING BROTHER, MASTER 
WILLIAM HERRICK 

Life of my life, take not so soone Thy flis^ht. 
But stay the time till we have bade Good night. 
Thou hast both Wind and Tide with thee ; Thy 

way 
As soone dispatcht is by the Ni^^ht, as Day, 
Let us not then so rudely henceforth goe 
Till we have wept, kist, sigh't, shook hands, or so. 
There 's paine in parting: ; and a kind of hell. 
When once true-lovers take their last Fare-well. 
What ? shall we two our endlesse leaves take here 
Without a sad looke, or a solemne teare ? 
He knowes not Love, that hath not this truth 



LoT§ ia moMi loth to ieav tba thing beloved, 
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Pay we our Vowes, and goe ; yet when we part. 
Then, even then, I will bequeath my heart 
Into thy loving hands : For He keep none 
To warme my Breast, when thou my Pulse art 

gone. 
No, here He last, and walk (a harmless shade) 
About this Ume, wherein thy Dust is lakl, 
To guard it so, as nothing here shall be 
Heavy, to hurt those sacred seeds of thee* 

THE OLIVE BRANCH 

Sadly I walk't within the field. 

To see what comfort it wo'd yeeld : 

And as I went my private way. 

An Olive-branch before me lay: 

And seeing it, I made a stay, 

And took it up, and view'd it ; then 

Kissing the Omen, said Amen : 

Be, be it so, and let this be 

A Divination unto me : 

That in short time my woes shall cease ; 

And Love shall crown my End with Peace. 

TO CHERRY-BLOSSOMES 

Ye may simper, blush, and smile, 
And perfume the aire a-while : 
But (sweet things) ye must be gone ; 
Fruit, ye know, is comming on : 
Then, Ah I Then, where is your grace 
When as Cherries come in place ? 
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HOW LILLIES CAME WHITE 

White though ye be ; yet, LiUies, know, 
From the first ye were not so : 

But He teU ye 

WhatbefeUye; 
Cupid and his Mother lay, 
In a Cloud ; while both did play, 
He with his pretty fing^er prest 
The ruble niplet of her breast ; 
Out of the which, the creame of Ughtf 

Like to a Dew, 

Fell downe on yon, 
And made ye white. 

TO PANSIES 

Ah, cmell Love I must I endure 
Thy many scorns, and find no cure ? 
Say, are thy medicines made to be 
Helps to all others, but to me ? 
He leave thee, and to Pansies come ; 
Comforts you '1 afford me some : 
Yon can ease my heart, and doe 
What Love co'd ne'r be brougfht unto. 

ON GELLX-FLOWERS BEGOTTEN 

What was 't that fell but now 
From that warme kisse of onrs? 

Look, look, by Love I vow 
They were two Gelli-flowers. 
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Let 's kisse, and kisse ag^en ; 

For if so be our closes 
Make Gelli-flowers, then 

I 'm sure they 1 fashion Roses. 



TO HIS BOOKS 

Like to a Bride, come forth, my Booke, at last, 
"WiXb. all thy richest jewels over-cast : 
Say, if there be 'mong^st many jems here ; one 
Deservelesse of the name of Paragon : 
Blush not at all for that ; since we have set 
Some Pearls on Queens, that have been 
connterfet. 



THE WELCOME TO SACK 

So soft streams meet, so springs with gladder 

smiles 
Meet after long divorcement by the lies : 
When Love (the child of likenesse) urgeth on 
Their Christal natures to an union. 
So meetstolne kisses, when the Ploonie nights 
Call forth fierce Lovers to their wisht Delights : 
So Kings & Queens meet, when Desire convinces { 
All thoughts, but such as aime at getting Princes, 
As I meet thee. Soule of my life, and fame I 
Etemall Lamp of Love ! whose radiant flame 
Out-glares the Heav'ns Osiris ; and thy gleams 
Out-shine the splendour of his mid-day beams. j 
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Welcoine, O welcomei my fllnstrioiis Spouse ; 
Welcome as are the ends mito my Vowes : 
I ! far more welcome then the happy soile, 
The Sea-scom'g'd Merchant, after all his toile, 
Salutes with tears of joy ; when fires betray 
The smoakie chimneys of his Ithaca. 
Where hast thov been so long: fic'om my embraces, 
Poore pittyed Exile ? Tell me, did thy Graces 
Flie discontented hence, and for a time 
Did rather choose to blesse another dime ? 
Or went'st thon to this end, the more to move me» 
By thy short absence, to desire and love thee ? 
Why frowns my Sweet? Why wont my Saint 

confer 
Favours on me, her fierce Idolater? 
Why are Those Looks, Those Looks the which 

have been 
Time-past so fragrant, sickly now drawn in 
Like a dnU Twi-Ug:ht ? TeU me ; and the fault 
He expiate with Sulphur, Haire, and Salt : 
And with the Christal humour of the spring:, 
Purg^e hence the g^uilt, and kill this quarrelling:. 
Wo't thou not smile, or tell me what 's amisse ? 
Have I been cold to hug: thee, too remisse, 
Too temp'rate in embracing: ? Tell me, has desire 
To thee-ward dy'd i' th' embers, and no fire 
Left hi this rak*t-up Ash-heap, as a mark 
To testifle the gflowing: of a spark ? 
Have I divorc't thee onely to combine 
In hot Adult'ry with another Wine ? 
True, I confesse I left thee, and appeale 
Twms done by me, more to confirme my zealsi 
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And double my affection on thee ; as doe those, 
"Whose love growes more enflam'd, by behig" 

Foes. 
But to forsake thee ever, co 'd there be 
A thons:ht of such like possibiUtie ? 
When thou thy selfe dar 'st say, thy lies shall lack 
Grapes, before Herrick leaves Canarie Sack. 
Thou mak'st me ayrie, active to be bom, 
Like Iphyclus, upon the tops of Com. 
Thou mak'st me nimble, as the wingfM howers. 
To dance and caper on the heads of flowers. 
And ride the Sun-beams. Can there be a ttdag 
Under the heavenly Isis, that can bring: 
More love unto my life, or can present 
Kj Genius with a fuller blandishment ? 
Illustrious Idoll I co 'd th' Egyptians seek 
Help from the Garlick, Onyon, and the Leek« 
And pay no vowes to thee ? who wast their best 
God, and far more transcendent then the rest ? 
Had Cassius, that weak Water-drinker, known 
Thee in thy Vine, or had but tasted one 
Small Chalice of thy frantick liquor ; He 
As the wise Cato had approv'd of thee. 
Had not Joves son, that brave Tyrinthian Swain, 
(Invited to the Thesbian banquet) ta'ne 
Full goblets of thy g:en'rous blood ; his sprlght 
Ne'er had kept heat for fifty Maids that tdeht. 
Come, come and kisse me; Love and lust 

commends 
Thee, and thy beauties ; kisse, we will be friends 
Too strong: for Fate to break us : Look upon 
Ke, with that full pride of complexion, 
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As Queenes, meet Queenes ; or come thon onto 

me, 
As Cleopatra came to Anthonie ; 
"Wlien her high carriage did at once present 
To the Triumvir, Love and "Wonderment. 
Swell up my nerves with spirit ; let my blood 
Run through my veines, like to a hasty jQood. 
Fill each part full of fire, active to doe 
What thy commanding soule shall put it to. 
And till I tume Apostate to thy love. 
Which here I vow to serve, doe not remove 
Thy Fiers from me ; but Apollo's curse 
Blast these-like actions, or a thing that 's worse ; 
When these Circumstants shall but live to see 
The time that I prevaricate from thee. 
Call me The sotute otBeere, and then confine 
JMLe to the Tap, the Tost, the Turfe ; Let Wine 
Ne'r shine upon me ; May my Numbers all 
Run to a sudden Death, and Funerall. 
And last, when thee (deare Spouse) I disavow, 
Ne'r may Prophetique Daphne crown my Brow. 

IMPOSSIBILITIES TO HIS FRIEND 

My faithful friend, if yon can see 
The Fruit to grow up, or the Tree : 
If you can see the colour come 
Into the blushing Peare, or Plum: 
If you can see the water grow 
To cakes of Ice, or flakes of Snow : 
If yon can see, that drop of cainft 
Lost in the wild sea, oncit «L%:B2A!b\ 
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If yon can see, how Dreams do creep 
Into the Brain by easie sleep : 
Then there is hope that you may see 
Her love me once, who now hates me. 



TO LIVE MERRILY, AND TO TRUST 
TO GOOD VERSES 

Now is the time for mirth, 
Nor cheek, or tong^ne be dumbe: 

For with the flowrie earth, 
The golden pomp is come. 

The sfolden Pomp is come ; 

For now each tree do's weare 
(Made of her Pap and Gum) 

Rich beads of Amber here. 

Now rai£:nes the Rose, and now 
Th' Arabian Dew besmears 

Ny uncontrolled brow. 
And my retorted haires. 

Homer, this Health to thee^ 

In Sack of such a kind, 
That it wo 'd make thee see, 

Though thou wert ne'r so blind. 

Next, Vh-gil, He caU forth, 
To pledge this second Health 

In Wine, whose each cup 's worth 
An Indian Common-wealth. 
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A Goblet next He drink 

To Ovid ; and suppose, 
Made he the pledsre, he 'd think 

The wodd had all one Nose. 

Then this immensive cup 

Of Aromatike wine, 
Catullus, I quaffe up 

To that Terce Nuse of thine 

Wild I am now with heat ; 

O Bacchus ! coole thy Raies I 
O frantick I shall eate 

Thy Thyrse, and bite the Bayes. 

Round, round, the roof do's run ; 

And being ravisht thus. 
Come, I will drink a Tun 

To my Propertius. 

Now, to Tibullus, next. 
This flood I drink to thee : 

But stay ; I see a Text, 
That this presents to me. 

Behold, Tibullus Ues 

Here burnt, whose smal return 
Of ashes, scarce suffice 

To fill a litUe Urne. 

Trust to good Verses then ; 

They onely will aspire, 
"When Pyramids, as m«SL> 

Are lost, V th! tusMS^^^* 
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And when all Bodies meet 

In Lethe to be drown'd ; 
Then only N ambers sweet. 

With endless life are crown'd. 

PAIRE DAYES: OR, DAWNES 
DECEITFULL 

Faire was the Dawne; and but e'ne now the 

Skies 
Shew'd like to Creame, enspir'd with Straw- 
berries: 
Bat on a sadden, all was chang^'d and g^one 
That smil'd in that first sweet complexion. 
Then Thnnder-daps and Lightning did conspire 
To teare the world, or set it all on fire. 
What trust to things below, whenas we see, 
As Men, the Heavens have tjieir Hypocrisie ? 

LIPS TONGUELESSE 

For my part I never care 
For those lips, that tongue-ty'd are : 
Tell-tales I wo 'd have them be 
Of my riistresse, and of me. 
Let them prattle how that I 
Sometimes freeze, and sometimes frie: 
Let them tell how she doth move 
Fore or backward in her love : 
Let them speak by gentle tones, 
One and th' others passions : 
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How we watch, and seldome sleep ; 
How by Willowes we doe weep : 
How by stealth we meet, and then 
Kisse, and sigh, so part agen. 
This the lips we will permit 
For to tell, not publish it. 

TO THE FEVER, NOT TO TROUBLE 
JULIA 

Th'ast dar'd too farre ; but Furie now forbeare 

To give the least disturbance to her haire : 

But lesse presume to lay a Plait upon 

Her skins most smooth, and cleare expansion. 

Tis like a Lawnie-Firmament as yet 

Quite dispossest of either fray, or fret. 

Come thou not neere that Filme so finely spred, 

Where no one piece is yet unlevelled. 

This if thou dost, woe to thee Furie, woe. 

He send such Frost, such Haile, such Sleet, and 

Snow, 
Such fears, quakes, Palsies, and such Heates as 

shaU 
Dead thee to th' most, if not destroy thee all. 
And thou a thousand thousand times shalt be 
More shak't thy selfe, then she is scorch't by thee. 

TO VIOLETS 

I. W^elcome, Maids of Honour, 
You doe bring 
In the Spring; 
And wait upoxvYkKX, 
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2. She has Vir^s many, 

Fresh and faire ; 
Yet you are 
More sweet then any. 

3. Y'are the Maiden Posies, 

And so grac't, 
To be plac't, 
'Fore Damask Roses. 

4. Yet thougfh thus respected, 

By and by 

Ye doe lie, 

Poore Girles, neglected. 

ro CARNATIONS. A SONG 

z. Stay while ye will, or g:oe ; 

And leave no scent behind ye : 
Yet trust me, I shall know 
The place, where I may find ye. 

2. WitUn my Luda's cheek, 
<'^hose Livery ye weare) 
Play ye at Hide or Seek, 
I 'm sure to find ye there. 

TO THE VIRGINS, TO MAKE MUCH 
OF TIME 

I. Gather ye Rose-buds while ye may. 
Old Time is still a flying : 
And this same flower that smiles to day, 
To morrow will be dying. 
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2. The glorious Lamp of Heaven, the Sun, 

The Mgher he 's a getting: ; 

The sooner will his Race be nuii 

And neerer he 's to Setting. 

3. That Age is best, which is the first, 

"When Youth and Blood are wanner 
But being spent, the worse, and worst 
Times, still succeed the former. 

4. Then be not coy, but use your time ; 

And while ye may, goe marry : 
For having lost but once your prime, 
You may for ever tarry. 

SAFETY TO LOOK TO ONES SELPB 

For my neighbour He not know. 
Whether high he builds or no : 
Onely this He look upon. 
Firm be my foundation. 
Sound, or unsound, let it be ; 
Tis the lot ordain'd for me. 
He who to the ground do's fall, 
HsM not whence to Mink at alL 

TO HIS FRIEND, ON THE UNTUNEABLB 
TIMES 

Play I co'd once ; but (gentle friend) you see 
Ny Haxp hung up, here on the Willow tree. 
Sing I co'd once ; and bravely too enspire, 
(With luscious Numbers) my melodious Lyre. 
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Draw I co'd once (although not stocks or stone% 
Amphion-like) men made of flesh and bones, 
Whether I wo'd ; but (ah I) I know not how, 
I feele in me, this transmutation now. 
Griefe, (my deare £riend) has first my Harp 

unstrung^ ; 
"VitheT'd my hand, and palsie-struck my tong^ue. 

HIS POETRIE HIS PILLAR 

z. Onely a little more 
I have to write, 
Then He give o're, 
And bid the world Good-night. 

2. Tis but a flying minute, 

That I must stay, 
Or linger in it ; 
And then I must away. 

3. time that cut'st down all I 

And scarce leav'st here 
Nemoriall 
Of any men that were. 

4. How many lye forgot 

In Vaults beneath? 

And piece-meale rot 

'Without a fame in death ? 

5. Behold this living stone, 

I reare for me, 
Ne'r to be thrown 
Downe, envious Time, by thee. 
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6. Pillars let some set up, 
(If so they please) 
Here is my hope, 
And my Pyramides. 

SAFETY ON THE SHORE 

^97hat thous:h the sea be calme ? Trust to the 

shore : 
Ships have been drown'd, where late they danc't 

before. 

A PASTORALL UPON THE BIRTH OF 
PRINCE CHARLES, PRESENTED TO 
THE KING, AND SET BY MR. NIC: 
LANIERE 

The Speakers, MMltto, Amlntas, and AmaiiiUs, 

AminU Good day, Nirtillo. MM. And to you 
no lease : 
And all fahre Signs lead on our Shepardesse. 
Amar, yffi\h all white luck to you. MM. But 
say, what news 
S^tirs in our Sheep-walk? Amint. None, save 

that my Ewes, 
My Weathers, Lambes, and wanton Kids are 

well, 
Smooth, fahre, and fat ; none better I can tell : 
Or that this day Nenalchas keeps a feast 
For his Sheep-shearers. MM. True, these are 
the least. 
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But, dear AmintaSi and, sweet AmariUis, 
SLest but a while here, by this bank of Lilliear. 
And lend a g'entle eare to one report 
The Country has. Amlnt. From whence? 
Amar, From whence ? MM. The Court. 
Three dayes before the Shutting: in of Play, 
(With whitest ^ool be ever crown'd that day I) 
To all our joy, a sweet-fac't child was borne, 
nore tender then the childhood of the Nome. 
Cbor, Pan pipe to him, and bleats of kunbc 
and sheep. 
Let Lullaby the pretty Prince asleep ! 

MM. And that his birth sho'd be more singular, 
At Noone of Day, was seene a Silver Star, 
Bright as the Wise-men's Torch, which guided 

them 
To God's sweet Babe, when borne at Bethlehem ; 
While Golden Angels (some have told to me) 
Sung out his Birth with Heav'nly Minstralsie. 
Amittt. O rare I But is 't a trespasse if we 
three 
Sho'd wend along his Baby-ship to see ? 
MM. Not SO, not so. Cbor. But if it chance 
to prove 
At most a fault, 'tis but a fault of love. 

Amar. But, deare Plirtillo, I have heard it told. 
Those learned men brought Incense, Mynlie, 

and Gold, 
From Countries far, with store of Spices, (sweet) 
And laid them downe for Offrings at his feet. 
MM. Tis true indeed; and each of us will 
bring 
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Unto our smiling:, and onr blooming: King, 
A neat, though not so great an Offering. 

Ammr. A Garland for my Gift shall be 
Of flowers, ne'r suckjb by th'theeving Bee : 
And all most sweet ; yet all lesse sweet then he. 

AmittiU And I will beare along with you 
Leaves dropping downe the honyed dew, 
^ith oaten pipes, as sweet, as new. 

MM* And I a Sheep-hook will bestow. 
To have his little King-ship know, 
As he is Prince, he 's Shepherd too. 

Chor. Come let's away, and quickly let's be 
drest. 
And quickly give. The Mwifteat Qrmca la beat. 
And when before him we have laid our treasures, 
We'll blesse the Babe, Then back to Conntrie 
pleasures. 

TO THE LARK 

Good speed, for I this day 
Betimes my Nattens say : 

Because I doe 

Begin to wooe : 

Sweet singing Lark, 

Be thou the Clark, 

And know thy when 

To say. Amen. 

And if I prove 

Blest in my love ; 

Then thou shalt be 

High-Priest to me, 
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At my retnrnei 

To Incense burae ; 
And so to solemnize 
Love's and my Sacrifice. 

THE BUBBLE. A SONG 

To my revenge, and to her desp'rate feares, 
Flie, thou made Bubble of my sighs, and tears. 
In the wild aire, when thou hast rowl'd about, 
And (like a blasting Planet) found her out ; 
Stoop, mount, passe by to take her eye, then 

glare 
Like to a dreadfull Comet in the Aure : 
Next, when thou dost perceive her fix&d sight, 
For thy revenge to be most opposite ; 
Then like a Globe, or Ball of "V^ild-fire, flie, 
And break thy self in shivers on her eye. 

A MEDITATION FOR HIS 
MISTRESS 

z. Yon are a Tulip seen to day, 
But (Dearest) of so short a stay ; 
That where you grew, scarce man can say. 

2. You are a lovely July-flower, 

Yet one rude wind, or rufiSing shower, 
WUi force you hence, (and in an houre.) 

3. You are a sparkling Rose i'th'bud, 
Yet lost, ere that chast flesh and blood 
Can shew where you or grew, or stood* 
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^«/iue Chrystall shell, 
« cb lost ere you transfuse your smell. 

6. You are a dainty Violet, 

Yet withered, ere you can be set 
Within the Virgins Coronet. 

7. You are the Queen all flowers among', 
But die yon must (faire Maide) ere long, 
As He, the maker of this Song. 

THE BLEEDING HAND : OR, THE SPRIO 
OP EGLANTINE GIVEN TO A MAID 

From this bleeding hand of mine, 
Take this sprig of Eglanthie. 
Which (though sweet unto your smell) 
Yet the fretfuU bryar wiU teU, 
He who plucks ttt» — 
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Left to all posterity. 
Gentle friends, then doe but please, 
To accept such coynes as these ; 
As my last Remembrances. 

A DIRGB UPON THE DEATH OP THE 
RIGHT VALIANT LORD, BERNARD 
STUART 

I. Hence, hence, profane ; soft silence let ns 
have; 
While we this Trentall singf about thy Grave. 

Had Wolves or Tigers seen but thee, 
They wo'd have shew'd civility ; 
And, in compassion of thy yeeres, 
Washt those thy purple wounds with tears. 
But since th' art slaine ; and in thy fall. 
The drooping: Kingdome suffers all. 

Cbor» This we will doe ; we '11 daily come 
And offer Tears upon thy Tomb : 
And if that they will not suffice, 
Thpu Shalt have soules for sacxifice. 

Sleepe in thy peace, while we with spice 

perfume thee. 
And Cedar wash thee, that no times consume 

thee. 

2. Live, live thou dost, and shalt ; for why ? 
Soules doe not with their bodies die : 
Ignoble off-springs, they may fall 
Into the flames of Fnnerall : 
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Wlienas the chosen seed shall spring 
Fresh, and for ever flourishing. 

Cbor, And times to come shall, weeping, 
read thy glory, 
Lesse in these Plarble stones, then In 
thy story. 

TO PERENNA, A MISTRESSE 

Deare Perenna, prethee come. 
And with Smallage dresse my Tomb. 
Adde a Cypresse-sprig thereto, 
"With a teare ; and so Adieu. 

THE FAIRIB TEMPLE: OR, OBERON'S 
CHAPPELL. DEDICATED TO MR. 
JOHN MERRIFIELD, COUNSELLOR AT 
LAW 

Rare Temples thou hast seen, I know. 
And rich for in and outward show : 
Survey this Chappell, built, alone, 
"Without or Lime, or "Wood, or Stone : 
Then say, if one th'ast seene more fine 
Then this, the Fairies once, now Thine. 

THE TEMPLE 

A way enchac't with glasse & beads 
There is, that to the Chappel leads : 
'Whose structure (for his holy rest) 
Is here the Halcion's curious nest: 
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Into the which who looks shall see 
His Temple of Idolatiy : 
Where he of God-heads has such store, 
As Rome's Pantheon had not more. 
His house of Rimmon this he calls, 
Girt with small bones, instead of walls. 
First, in a Neech, more black than jet 
His Idol-Cricket there is set : 
Then in a Polisht Ovall by 
There stands his Idol-Beetle-fiie : 
Next in an Arch, akin to this. 
His Idol-Canker seated is : 
Then in a Round, is plac't by these, 
His g^olden god, Cantharides. 
So that where ere ye look, ye see. 
No Capitoll, no Cornish free. 
Or Freeze, from this fine Fripperie. 
Now this the Fairies wo'd have known, 
Theirs is a mizt Religion. 
And some have heard the Elves it call 
Part Pagan, part Papisticall. 
If unto me all Tongues were granted, 
I co'd not speak the Saints here painted. 
Saint Tit, Saint Nit, Saint Is, Saint Itis, 
Who 'gainst Mabs-state plac'd here right is. 
Saint Will o' th' Wispe (of no great bignes) 
But alims call'd here Patuus ignis* 
Saint Frip, Saint Trip, Saint Fill, S. FiUie, 
Neither those other-Saint-ships will I 
Here goe about for to recite 
Their number (almost) infinite, 
Which one by one here set downe are 
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In this most curious Calendar. 
First, at the entrance of the gate, 
A little-Puppet-Priest doth wait, 
"^a^ho squeaks to all the commers therei 
Favour your ionguea, who enter hero. 
Pure bande bring bitber, witbout ataiae. 
A second pules, Hence, benee profane. 
Hard by, i' th' sheU of halfe a nut, 
The Holy-water there is put : 
A little brush of Squirrils haires, 
(Compos'd of odde, not even paires) 
Stands in the Platter, or close by, 
To purg^e the Fairie Family. 
Neere to the Altar stands the Priest, 
There ofiTring: up the Holy-Grist: 
Ducking: in Plood, and perfect Tense, 
'With (much-good-do 't him) reverence. 
The Altar is not here foure-square. 
Nor in a forme Triangular ; 
Not made of glasse, or wood, or stone. 
But of a little Transverce bone ; 
Which boyes, and Bmckel'd children 

call 
(Playing for Points and Pins) Cockall. 
Whose Linnen-Drapery is a thin 
Subtile and ductile Codlin's skin ; 
Which o're the board is smoothly spred, 
With little Seale-work Damaak&d. 
The Fringe that circumbinds it too, 
Is Spangle-work of trembling dew. 
Which, gently gleaming, makes a show, 
Like Frost-work glitt'ring on the Snow. 
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Upon this fetuous board doth stand 
Something for Shew-bread, and at hand 
Just In the middle of the Altar) 
Upon an end» the Fairie-Psalter, 
Grac't with the Tront-flies curious wing^s, 
Which serve for watched Ribbanings. 
Now, we must know, the Elves are led 
Right by the Rubrick, which they read. 
And if Report of them be true, 
They have their Text for what they doe ; 
I, and their Book of Canons too. 
And, as Sir Thomas Parson tells, 
They have their Book of Articles : 
And if that Fairie Knight not Hes, 
They have their Book of Homilies * 
And other Scriptures, that designe 
A short, but righteous discipline. 
The Bason stands the board upon 
To take the Free-Oblation : 
A UtUe Pin-dust ; which they hold 
nore precious, then we prize our gold : 
Which charity they give to many 
Poore of the Parish, (if there *s any). 
tJpon the ends of these neat Railes 
(Hatcht, with the Silver-Ught of snails,) 
The Elves, in formall manner, fix 
Two pure, and holy Candlesticks : 
In either which a small tall bent 
Bums for the Altars ornament. 
For sanctity, they have, to these. 
Their curious Copes and Surplices 
Of cleanest Cobweb, hanging by 
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In thdt "^eUg^ious Vesterie. 
They Yia.^^ their Ash-panS| & their Brooms 
To purge the Chappel and the rooms : 
Their many mumbling Nasse-priests here» 
And many a dapper Chorister. 
Their nsh'ring Vergers, here likewise, 
Their Canons, and their Channteries : 
Of Cloyster-Monks they have enow, 
I, and their Abby-lubbers too : 
And if their Legend doe not lye, 
They much affect the Papacie : 
And since the last is dead, there 's hope, 
Elve Boniface shall next be Pope. 
They have their Cups and Chalices ; 
Their Pardons and Indulgences : 
Their beads of Nits, Bels, Books, & Wax 
Candles (forsooth) and other knacks : 
Their Holy Oyle, theu* Fasting-SpitUe ; 
Their sacred Salt here, (not a little.) 
Dry chips, old shooes, rags, grease, & bones; 
Beside their Fumigations, 
To Drive the Devill from the Cod-piece 
Of the Fryar, (of work an odde-piece.) 
Many a trifle too, and trinket. 
And for what use, scarce man wo'd think it. 
Next, then, upon the Chanters side 
An Apples-core is hung up dry'd, 
With ratling Kimils, which is rung 
To call to Norn, and Even-Song. 
The Saint, to which the most he prayes 
And offers Incense Nights and dayes^ 
The Lady of the Lobster \a, 
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TO MISTRESSE KATHERINE BRADSHAW, 
THE LOVELY, THAT CROWNED HIM 
WITH LAUREL 

My Muse in Meads has spent her many houres, 

Sitting*, and sorting severall sorts of flowers, 

To make for others garlands : and to set 

On many a head here, many a Coronet : 

But, amongst All encircled here, not one 

Gave her a day of Coronation ; 

Till you (sweet Mistresse) came and enterwove 

A Laurel for her, (ever young as love), 

You first of all crown'd her ; she must of due, 

Render for that, a crowne of life to you. 

THE PLAUDITE, OR END OF LIFB 

If after rude and boystrous seas. 
My wearyed Pinnace here finds ease : 
If so it be I 've gained the shore 
With safety of a faithful Ore : 
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rO THE MOST VIRTUOUS MISTRESSE PO 
WHO MANY TIMES ENTERTAINE 
HIM 

^QThen I through all my many Poems look, 
And see your selfe to beautifie my Book ; 
Me thinks that onely lustre doth appeare 
A Ught ful-filllng all the Region here. 
Guild still with flames this Firmament, and be 
A Lamp Etemall to my Poetrie. 
Which if it now, or shall hereafter shine, 
Twas by your splendour (Lady), not by 

mine. 
The Oile was yours ; and that I owe for yet : 
ftepaytM the batte, who do*a conUaae the Debt, 

) MUSIOTTl? -- 



I live and die 

'Mongst Roses. 

Fall on me like a silent dew, 

Or like those Plaiden showrs, 
"Which, by the peepe of day, doe strew 
A Baptime o're the flowers. 
Melt, melt my paines, 
"With thy soft straines ; 
That having ease me g^iven, 
With fuU delight, 
I leave this light ; 
And take my flight 
For Heaven. 
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UPON A GENTLEWOMAN WITH 
A SWEET VOICE 

So long you did not sing, or touch your Late, 
"W^e knew 'twas Flesh and Blood, that there sate 

mute. 
But when your Playing, and your Voice came in, 
Twas no more you then, but a Cherubin. 

UPON CUPID 

As lately I a Garland bound, 
'Plongst Roses, I there Cupid found . 
I took him, put him in my cup. 
And drunk with "Wine, I drank him up. 
Hence then it is, that my pore brest 
Co'd never since find any rest. 

BEST TO BE MERRY 

Fooles are they, who never know 
How the times away doe goe : 
But for us, who wisely see 
Where the bounds of black Death be : 
Let 's live merrily, and thus 
Gratifie the Genius. 

THE CHANGES TO CORINNA 

Be not proud, but now encline 
Your soft eare to Discipline. 
You have changes in your life. 
Sometimes peace, and sometimes strife : 
89 



ROBERT HERRICK 

You have ebbes of face and flowes, 
As your health or comes, or goes ; 
You have hopes, and doubts, and feares 
Numberlesse, as are your haires. 
You have Pulses that doe beat 
High, and passions lesse of heat. 
You are young, but must be old. 
And, to these, ye must be told, 
Time, ere long, will come and plow 
Loathed Forrowes in your brow : 
And the dimnesse of your eye 
Will no other thing imply, 

But you must die 

As well as I. 

NEGLECT 

Art quickens Nature ; Care will make a face z 
Neglected beauty periabetb apace, 

TO THE ROSE. SONG 

1. Goe, happy Rose, and enterwove 
With other Flowers, bind my Love. 

Tell her too, she must not be. 
Longer flowing, longer free. 
That so oft has fetter'd me. 

2. Say (if she 's fretfull) I have bands 

Of Pearle, and Gold, to bind her hands : 
Tell her, if she struggle still, 
I have Mirtle rods, (at wiU) 
For to tame, though not to kill. 



HESPERIDES 
3. Take thou my blessing;, thus, and goe. 
And tell her this, but doe not so, 
Lest a handsome angler flye, 
Like a Lightning, from her eye, 
And bum thee up, as well as I, 

TO HIS BOOKE 

Then art a plant sprung up to wither never. 
But like a Laurell, to grow green for ever. 

DRAW GLOVES 

At Draw-Gloves we '1 play, 
And prethee, let 's lay 
A wager, and let it be this ; 

Who first to the Summe 
Of twenty shall come, 
Shall have for his winning a kisse. 

TO MUSICK, TO BECALMS A 
SWEET-SICK-YOUTH 

Charms, that call down the moon from out her 

sphere. 
On this sick youth work your enchantments 

here: 
Bind np his senses with your numbers, so, 
As to entrance his paine, or cure his woe. 
Fall gently, gently, and a while him keep 
Lost in the dvill Wildemesse of sleep : 
That done, then let him, dispossest of paine, 
Like to a slnmbring Bride, 9lvi^<^ ^<^^acccA.. 
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HESPERIDES 

THE COMMING OF GOOD LUCK 

So Good-luck camCi and on my roofe did light, 
Like noyse-lesse Snow ; or as the dew of night : 
Not all at once, but gently, as the trees 
Are by the Sun-beams, tickel'd by degrees. 

ON LOVE 

Love bade me aske a gift, 

And I no more did move, 
But this, that I might shift 

Still with my clothes, my Love 
That favour granted was ; 

Since which, though I love many. 
Yet so it comes to passe, 

That long I love not any. 

THE HOCK-CART, OR HARVEST HOME: 
TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE, MILD- 
MAY, EARLB OP WESTMORLAND 

Come, Sons of Summer, by whose toile, 
We are the Lords of Wine and bile ; 
By whose tough labours, and rough hands, 
We rip up first, then reap our lands. 
Crown'd with the eares of come, now come. 
And, to the Pipe, sing Harvest home. 
Come forth, my Lord, and see the Cart 
Drest up with all the Country Art. 
See, here a Plaukin, there a sheet, 
As spotlesse pure, as it is svi^cX. \ 
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The Horses, Mares, and frisking: Fillies, 

(Clad, all, in Linnen, white as Lillies.) 

The Harvest Swaines, and W^enches bound 

For joy, to see the Hock-cart crown'd. 

About the Cart, heare, how the Rout 

Of Rurall Youngling:s raise the shout ; 

Pressing' before, some coming after. 

Those with a shout, and these with laughtet. 

Some blesse the Cart ; some kisse the sheaves; 

Some prank them up with Oaken leaves: 

Some crosse the Fill-horse ; some with great 

Devotion, stroak the home-borne wheat : 

While other Rusticks, lesse attent 

To Prayers, then to Merryment, 

Run after with their breeches rent. 

Well, on, brave boyes, to your Lord's Hearth, 

Glitt'ring with fire ; where, for your mirth, 

Ye shall see first the larg-e and cheefe 

Foundation of your Feast, Fat Beefe : 

With Upper Stories, Mutton, Veale 

And Bacon, (which makes full the meale) 

With sev'rall dishes standing by. 

As here a Custard, there a Pie, 

And here all-tempting Frumentie. 

And for to make the merry cheere. 

If smirking Wine be wanting here, 

There's that, which drowns all care, stont 

Beere ; 
Which freely drink to your Lords health. 
Then to the Plough, (the Common-w«a2L>Ct^ 
Next to your Flailes, your Fanes, yous '?«StX&\ 
Then to the Haids with Wheat'eu'»a2*teft\ 
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To the rough Sickle, and crookt Sythe, 

Drink, froUlck, boyes, tiU aU be blythe. 

Feed, and grow fat ; and as ye eat, 

Be mlndfuU, that the lab'ring Neat 

(As you) may have their fill of meat. 

And know, besides, ye must revoke 

The patient Oze unto the Yoke, 

And all goe back unto the Plough 

And Harrow, (though they 'r hang'd up now. 

And, you must know, your Lords words true, 

Feed him ye must, whose food fils you. 

And that this pleasure Is like raine. 

Not sent ye for to drowne your painei 

But for to make it spring againe. 

UPON HER VOICE 

Let but thy voice engender with the string. 
And Angels will be borne, while thou dost sing. 

NOT TO LOVE 

He that will not love, must be 
Ply Scholar, and learn this of me : 
There be in Love as many feares. 
As the Summers Come has eares : 
Sighs, and sobs, and sorrowes more 
Then the sand, that makes the shore : • 

Freezing cold, and fine heats, 
Fainting swoones, and deadly sweats ; 
Now an Ague, then a Fever, 
Both tormenting Lovers ever. 
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"Vod'st thon know, besides all these, 
How hard a woman 'tis to please ? 
How crosse, how sullen, and how soone 
She shifts and changes like the Moone. 
How false, how hollow she 's in heart ; 
And how she is her owne least part : 
How high she 's priz'd, and worth but small ; 
Uttle thou 'It love, or not at aU. 

TO MUSICK. A SONG 

Nnsick, thou Queen of Heaven, Care-charming 

spel, 
That strik'st a stilnesse into hell : 
Then that tam'st Tygers, and fierce storms (that 

rise) 
"^ith thy soule-melting Lullabies : 
Fall down, down, down, from those thy chiming 

spheres, 
To charme our soules, as thou enchant'st our 

eares. 

TO THE WESTERN WIND 

z. Sweet "Western Wind, whose luck it is, 
(Made rivall with the aire) 
To give Perenna's lip a kisse, 
And fan her wanton haire. 

2. Bring me but one. He promise thee, 
Instead of common showers. 
Thy wings shall be embalm'd by me, 
And all beset with flowers. 
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UPON THE DEATH OF HIS 
SPARROW. AN ELEGIE 

Why doe not all fresh maids appeare 

To work Love's Sampler onely here, 

Where spring-time smiles throughout the yeare ? 

Are not here Rose-buds, Pinks, all flowerSi 

Nature begets by th' Sun and showers, 

Met in one Hearce-doth, to ore-spred 

The body of the under-dead ? 

Phill, the late dead, the late dead Deare, 

O I may no eye distill a Teare 

For you once lost, who weep not here I 

Had Lesbia (too-too-kind) but known 

This Sparrow, she had scom'd her own : 

And for this dead which under-lies, 

Wept out her heart, as well as eyes. 

But endlesse Peace, sit here, and keep 

ny Phill, the time he has to sleep, 

And thousand Virgins come and weep, 

To make these flowrie Carpets show 

Fresh, as their blood ; and ever grow, 

Till passengers shall spend their doome, 

Not Virgil's Gnat had such a Tomb. 

TO PRIMROSES FILLED WITH MORNING 

DEW 

I. Why doe ye weep, sweet Babes ? can Tears 

Speak griefe in you. 

Who were but borne 

Just as the modest Mome 

Teem'd her refreahla^ 4^'<vi'^ 
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Alas, you have not known that thower. 
That marres a flower ; 
Nor felt th' unkind 
Breath of a blasting: wind ; 
Nor are ye wome with yeares ; 

Or warpti as we, 
Who think it strangle to see, 
Such pretty flowers, (like to Orphans young:,) 
To speak by Teares, before ye have a Tong^ne. 

2. Speak, whimp'ring: Younglings, and make 
known 

The reason, why 
Ye droop, and weep ; 
Is it for want of sleep ? 
OrduldishLullabie? 
Or that ye have not seen as yet 
The Violet? 
Or brought a kisse 
From that Sweet-heart, to this ? 
No, no, this sorrow shown 

By your teares shed, 

Wo'd have this Lecture read, 

That things of greatest, so of meanest worth, 

Concdv'd with grief are, and with teares 

bronght forth. 

HOW ROSES CAMS RED 

Roses at first were white. 

Till they co'd not agree, 
Whether my Sapho*s breast. 

Or they more white sho'd be. 
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But being: vanquisht quite, 

A blush their cheeks bespred : 
Since which, (beleeve the rest) 

The Roses first came red. 

COMFORT TO A LADY UPON THE DEATH 
OF HER HUSBAND 

Dry your sweet cheek, Ions: drown'd with 

sorrows raine ; 
Since Clouds disperst. Suns g:uild the Aire again. 
Seas chafe and fret, and beat and over-boile ; 
But tume soon alter calme, as Balme, or Oile. 
Winds have their time to rage ; but when they 

cease. 
The leavie-trees nod in a still-bom peace. 
Your storme is over ; Lady, now appeare 
Like to the peeping spring-time of the yeare. 
Off then with grave clothes ; put fresh colours on ; 
And flow, and flame, in your Vermillion. 
Upon your cheek sate Ysicles awhile ; 
Now let the Rose raigne like a Queene, and smile. 

HOW VIOLETS CAME BLEW 

Love on a day (wise Poets tell) 

Some time in wrangling spent, 
Whether the Violets sho'd ezcell, 

Or she, in sweetest scent. 
But Venus having lost the day, 

Poore Girles, she fell on you. 
And beat ye so, (as some dare 8a.^\ 

Her blowes did makt i^ Wiem . .^j 
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2. When once the Lovers Rose is dead, 

Or laid aside f orlome ; 
Then Willow-g:arlands, liout the head, 
Bedew'd with teares, are worne. 

3. When with Neglect, (the Lovers bane) 

Poore'naids rewarded be, 
For their love lost ; their onely gaine 
Is but a Wreathe from thee. 

4. And underneath thy cooling: shade, 

(When weary of the light) 
The love-spent Youth, and love-sick Maid 
Come to weep out the night. 

MRS. BLIZ. WHEELER, UNDER THE 
NAME OP THE LOST SHEPARDESSR 



cuem one by one, 

« u make of parts an union ; 

But on a sudden all were gone. 

At which I stopt ; Said Love, these be 

The true resemblances of thee ; 

For as these flowers, thy joyes must die, 

And in the turning of an eye ; 

And all thy hopes of her must wither, 

Like those short sweets ere knit together. 

TO THE KING 

If when these Lyricks (Cesar) You shall heare, 
And that Apollo shall so touch Your eare, 
As for to make this, that, or any one 
Number, Your owne, by free Adoption ; 
That Verse, of all the Verses here, shall be 
rhe Heire to This great Realms '^' '" 
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Witnesse their HomtLge, when they come and 

strew 
Your Walks with Flowers, and give their 

Crowns to you. 
Your Leavie-Throne (with Lilly-work) possesse; 
And be both Princesse here, and Poetresse* 



THE POETS GOOD WISHES FOR THE 
MOST HOPEFULL AND HANDSOME 
PRINCE, THE DUKE OP YORKE 

May his pretty Duke-ship grow 
Like t' a Rose of Jericho : 
Sweeter far, then ever yet 
Showrs or Sun-shines co'd beget. 
Nay the Graces, and the Howers 
Strew his hopes, and Him with flowers : 
And so dresse him up with Love, 
As to be the Chick of Jove. 
May the thrice-three-Sisters sing 
Him the Soveraigne of their Spring : 
And entitle none to be 
Prince of Hellicon, but He. 
May his soft foot, where it treads, 
Gardens thence produce and Meads : 
And those Meddowes full be set 
With the Rose, and Violet. 
May his ample Name be knowne 
To the last succession : 
And his actions high be told 
Through the world, but writ in gold. 
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Thy Protestant to be : 
Or bid me love, and I will give 
A loving heart to thee. 

2. A heart as soft, a heart as kind, 

A heart as sound and free, 
As in the whole world thou canst find» 
That heart He give to thee. 

3. Bid that heart stay, and it will stay, 

To honour thy Decree : 
Or bid it languish quite away. 
And 't shall doe so for thee. 

4. Bid me to weep, and I will weep, 

While I have eyes to see : 
And having none, yet I will keep 
A heart to weep for thee. 

S Bid me despaire, and He despaire. 

Under that Cypresse tree : 

Or bid me die, and I will dare 

E'en Death, to die for thee. 

6. Thou art my life, my love, my heart» 
The very eyes of me : 
Aa.4 hast command of every part, 
'Vo Uve and die for thte. 
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UPON A MAID THAT DYED THB DAY 
SHE WAS MARRYED 

That Morne which saw me made a Bride, 
The Ev'nins: witnest that I dy'd. 
Those holy lights, wherewith they g^uide 
Unto the bed the bashfull Bride ; 
Serv'd, but as Tapers, for to bume, 
And light my Reliques to their Ume. 
This Epitaph, which here yon see, 
Supply'd the Epithalamie. 

TO MEDDOWES 

z. Ye have been fresh and green. 
Ye have been fiU'd with flowers : 
And ye the "Walks have been 
Where Maids have spent their hodres. 

2. You have beheld, how they 

With Wicker Arks did come 
To kisse, and beare away 
The richer Couslips home. 

3. Y 'ave heard them sweetly sing, 

And seen them in a Round : 
Each Virgin, like a Spring, 
With Hony-succles crown'd. 

4. But now, we see, none here, 

Whose silv'rie feet did tread, 
And with dishevell'd Haire, 
Adom'd this smoother Nead. 
X04 



HESPERIDES 

5. "LVk.^ TJnthrifts, having: spent 
"^four stock, and needy grown, 
y are left here to lament 
Your poore estates, alone. 

TO HIS HOUSHOLD GODS 

Rise, Houshold-gods, and let us goe ; 
But whither, I my selfe not know. 
First, let us dwell on rudest seas ; 
Next, with severest Salvages ; 
Last, let us make our best abode, 
"Where humane foot, as yet, n'er trod : 
Search worlds of Ice ; and rather there 
Dwell, then in lothed Devonshire. 

rO THE NIGHTINGALE, AND ROBIN 
RED-BREST 

When I departed am, ring thou my knell. 
Thou pittifuU, and pretty Philomel : 
And when I'm laid out for a Corse; 

then be 
Thou Sexton (Red-brest) for to cover me. 

TO THE YEW AND CYPRESSE TO GRACE 
HIS FUNERALL 

I. Both you two have 

Relation to the grave : 
And where 
Tbe Pnn'rall-Tmmp somid&, "joubx^^^^^* 
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L I shall be made 

Ere long a fleeting shade : 
Pray come, 
And doe some honour to my Tomb. 

3. Do not deny 

My last request ; for I 
^iUbe 
ThankfuU to you, or friends, for me. 

I CALL AND I CALL 

I call, I call: who doe ye caU? 

The Maids to catch this Cowslip-ball: 

But since these Cowslips fading be. 

Troth, leave the flowers, and Maids, take me. 

Tet, if that neither you will doe. 

Speak but the word, and lie take yon. 

ON A PERFUM'D LADY 

Von say y' are sweet ; how sho'd we know 
Wliether that you be sweet or no ? 
From Powders and Perfumes keep free ; 
Then we shall smell how sweet you be. 

THB SILKEN SNAKE 

For sport my Julia threw a Lace 
Of silke and silver at my face : 
"Ratchet the silke was ; and did make 
A shew, as if 't 'ad been a snake : 
The suddenness did me afiright ; 
But though it scar'd, it did not bite. 
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If to love I should entend, 

Let my haire then stand an end ; 

And that terrour likewise prove 

Fatall to me in my love. 

But if horrour cannot slake 

Flames, which wo'd an entrance make | 

Then the next thing I desire, 

Is to love, and Uve i* th' fire. 

THE BYES 

*Tis a known principle in War, 
The eies be first, that conquer'd are. 

OBERONS FEAST 
Sbmpcoat / to tbe9 the Pmlry State 
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His choyce bitts with ; then in a trice 
They make a feast lesse great then nice. 
But all this while his eye is serv'd, 
We must not thinke his eare was sterv'd 
But that there was in place to stir 
His Spleen, the chirring Grasshopper ; 
The merry Cricket, puling Flie, 
The piping Gnat for minstralcy. 
And now, we must imagine first, 
The Elves present to quench his thirst 
A pure seed-Pearle of Infant dew. 
Brought and besweetned in a blew 
And pregnant violet ; which done, 
His kitling eyes begin to runne 
Quite through the table, where he spies 
The homes of paperie Butterflies : 
Of which he eates, and tastes a little 
Of that we call the Cuckoes spittle. 
A little Fuz-ball pudding stands 
By, yet not blessed by his hands, 
That was too coorse ; but then forthwith 
He ventures boldly on the pith 
Of sngred Rush, and eates the sagge 
And well bestrutted Bees sweet bagge : 
Gladding his pallat with some store 
Of Emits eggs ; what wo 'd he more ? 
But Beards of Mice, a Newt's stew'd thigh, 
A bloated Earewig, and a Flie ; 
With the Red-capt worme, that's shut 
'Within the concave of a Nut, 
Browne as his Tooth. A little Moth, 
Late fatned in a piece of cloth : 
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With withered cherries ; Mandrakes eares ; 
noles eyes; to these, the slain -Stags 

teares 
The unctuous dewlaps of a Snaile ; 
The broke-heart of a Nightingale 
Ore-come in musicke ; with a wine, 
Ne're ravisht from the flattering Vine, 
But gently prest from the soft side 
Of the most sweet and dainty Bride, 
Brought in a dainty daizie, which 
He fully quafEs up to bewitch 
His blood to height; this done, com- 
mended 
Grace by his Priest ; The feast Ib ended. 

UPON HER BLUSH 

When Juha blushes, she do's show 
Cheeks like to Roses, when they blow. 

TO VIRGINS 

Heare, ye Virgins, and He teach, 
What the times of old did preach. 
Rosamond was in a Bower 
Kept, as Danae, in a Tower: 
But yet Love (who subtile is) 
Crept to that, and came to this. 
Be ye lockt up like to these. 
Or the rich Hesperides ; 
Or those Babies in your eyes, 
In their Christall Nunneries ; 
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r rom noise of scare-fires rest ye free. 
From Murders BenedlciUe. 
From all mischances, that may frig'ht 
Your pleasing slumbers in the night : 
Nercie secure ye all, and keep 
The Goblin from ye, while ye sleep. 
Past one aclock, and almost two, 
Ply Masters all. Good day to you. 

BASHFULNESSB 

Of all our parts, the eyes ezpresse 
The sweetest kind of bashfulnesse. 

TO THE MOST ACCOMPLISHT GENTL 
MAN, MASTER EDWARD NORGAT 
CLARK OF THE SIGNET TO H 
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JPON PRUDENCE BALDWIN HER 
SICKNESSE 

Prne, my dearest Maid, is sick, 
Almost to be Lwiatick : 
^sculapius I come and bring 
Neans for her recovering: ; 
And a £:allant Cock shall be 
Offer'd up by Her, to Thee. 

TO APOLLO. A SHORT HYMNE 

Phoebus I when that I a Verse, 
Or some numbers more rehearse ; 
Tune my words, that they may 

fall, 
Each way smoothly Musicall : 
For which favour, there shall be 
Swans devoted unto thee. 



A HYMNE TO BACCHUS 

Bacchus, let me drink no more ; 
Wild are Seas, that want a shore. 
When our drinking: has no stint. 
There is no one pleasure in 't. 
I have drank up for to please 
Thee, that great cup Hercules: 
Urge no more ; and there shall be 
Daflkdills g'en up to Tbfi^. 
Ill 



ROBERT HERRICK 

ON HIMSELPE 

Here down my wearyed limbs He lay ; 
My Pilgrims staffe ; my weed of gray : 
Mj Palmers hat ; my Scallops shell ; 
My Crosse ; my Cord ; and all farewelL 
For having now my journey done» 
(Just at the setting of the Sun) 
Here I have found a Chamber fit, 
(God and good friends be thankt for it) 
Where if I can a lodger be 
A little while from Tramplers free ; 
At my up-rising next, I shall, 
If not requite, yet thank ye ail, 
Meanewhile, the Holy-Rood hence fright 
The fouler Fiend, and evill Spright, 
From scaring you or yours this night. 



UPON A CHILD THAT DYED 

Here she lies, a pretty bud. 
Lately made of flesh and blood : 
"VEnio, as soone, fell frist asleep, 
As her little eyes did peep. 
Give her strewings ; but not stir 
The earth, that lightly covers her. 



CONTENT, NOT CATES 

Tis not the food, but the content 
That makes the Tables merriment, 
zza 
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UPON A LADY THAT DYED IN CHILD- 
BED, AND LEFT A DAUGHTER 
BEHIND HER 

As Gilly flowers do but stay 

To blow, and seed, and so away ; 

So you sweet Lady (sweet as Nay) 

The gsrdens-glorj liv'd a while, 

To lend the world your scent and smile. 

But when your own faire print was set 

Once in a Virgin Flosculet, 

{Sweet as your selfe, and newly blown) 

To g^ive that life, resig^n'd your own : 

But so, as still the mothers power 

Lives in the pretty Lady-flower. 

A NEW YEARES GIFT SENT TO 
SIR SIMEON STEWARD 

No news of Navies burnt at Seas ; 
No noise of late spawn'd Tittyries: 
No closset plot, or open vent, 
That frights men with a Parliament : 
No new devise, or late-found trick, 
To read by th' Starres, the King^doms sick : 
No ginne to catch the State, or wring- 
The free-bom Nosthrills of the King, 
We send to you ; but here a jolly 
Verse crown'd with Yvie, and with Holly: 
That tels of Winters Tales and Mirth, 
T^at Milk-Maids make about the hearth, 
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Of Christmas sports, the Wassell-boule, 
That tost up, after Fox-i' th' hole : 
Of Blihd-man-buffe, and of the care 
That young men have to shooe the Mare : 
Of Twelf-tide Cakes, of Pease, and Beanes 
'W^herewith ye make those merry Sceanes, 
Whenas ye chuse your King: and Queen, 
And cry out, Hey, tor our town green. 
Of Ash-heapes, in the which ye use 
Husbands and Wives by streakes to chuse : 
Of crackling- Laurell, which fore-sounds 
A Plenteous harvest to your grounds : 
Of these, and such like things, for shift, 
We send in stead of New yeares gift. 
Read then, and when your faces shine 
With bucksome meat and capring Wine : 
Remember us in Cups full crown'd, 
And let our Citie-health go round, 
Quite through the young maids and the men, 
To the ninth number, if not tenne ; 
Until the fir^d Chesnuts leape 
For joy, to see the fruits ye reape, 
From the plumpe Challice, and the Cup, 
That tempts till it be tossM up : 
Then as ye sit about your embers. 
Call not to mind those fled Decembers ; 
But think on these, that are t' appeare, 
As Daughters to the instant yeare : 
Sit crown'd with Rose-buds, and carouse, 
Till I./*erP«^er twirles the house 
About your eares ; and lay upon 
The yeare (your cares^ \haV«^<&^ %sA^ ss.^*^- 
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And let the rasset Swaines the Plough 
* And Harrow hang up resting now ; 
And to the Bag-pipe all addresse ; 
Till sleep takes place of wearinesse. 
And thus, throughout, with Christmas playes 
Frolick the full twelve Holy-dayes. 

MATTENS, OR MORNING PRAYER 

"Wlien with the Virgin morning thou do'st rise, 
Crossing thy selfe ; come thus to sacrifice : 
First wash thy heart in innocence, then bring 
Pure hands, pure habits, pure, pure every thing. 
Next to the Altar humbly kneele, and thence. 
Give up thy soule in clouds of frankinsence. 
Thy golden Censors fill'd with odours sweet, 
Shall make thy actions with their ends to meet. 

EVENSONG 

Beginne with Jove; then is the worke halfe 

done; 
And runnes most smoothly, when tis well be- 

gunne. 
Jove's is the first and last : the Norn's his due, 
The midst is thine ; but Joves the Evening too ; 
As sure a Nattins do's to him belong. 
So sure he layes claime to the Evensong. 

THE BRACELET TO JULIA 

TS7hy I tye about thy wrist 
Julia, this my silken twist ; 
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For what other reason is % 
But to shew thee how in part, 
Thou my pretty Captive art ? 
But thy Bondslave is my heart : 
Tis but silke that bindeth thee, 
Knap the thread, and thou art free : 
But 'tis otherwise with me ; 
I am bound, and fast bound so, 
That from thee I cannot go. 
If I co'd, I wo'd not so. 

A SHORT HYMNE TO NBPTUNB 
Mighty Neptune, may it please 
Thee, the Rector of the Seas, 
That my Barque may safely nm&e 
Through thy watrie-region ; 
And a Tunnie-fish shall be 
Offer'd up, with thanks to thee. 

HIS EMBALMING TO JULIA 

For my embalming, Julia, do but this, 
Give thou my lips but their supreamest kiss : 
Or else trans-fuse thy breath into the chest, 
Where my small reliques must for ever rest : 
That breath the Balm, the myrrh, the Nard shal 

be, 
Fo give an incorruption unto me. 

GOLD, BEFORE GOODNBSSB 

How rich a man is, all desire to know ; 

But none enquires if good he be, or no. 
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That fig^ure discontent ; 
"Wliich when not warmed by her view, 

By cold neglect, each one, 
Congeal'd to Pearle and stone ; 

Which precious spoiles upon her, 

She weares as trophees of her honour. 
Ah then consider I "What all this implies ; 
She that will weare thy teares, wo'd weare thi 
eyes. 

TO HIS HONOURED KINSMAN SI 
WILLIAM SOAME. EPIG. 

I can but name thee, and methinks I call 
All that have been, or are canonicall 
For love and bountie, to come neare, and se< 
Their many vertues volum'd up in thee ; 
In thee Brave Man I Whose incomipte«i 

fame. 
Casts forth a light like to a VIc^tv flame : 
And as it shines, itthrowes a. ^^dX^^xi^^ 
As when a Rain-bow in perivixftwi ^w» w 
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So vanish hence, but leave a name, as 

sweet. 
As Benjamin, and Storax, when they 

meet. 

ON HIMSELFE 

Aske me, why I do not sing; 

To the tension of the string, 

As I did, not long ago, 

When my numbers full did flow ? 

Griefe (ay me 1) hath struck my Lttte> 

And my tongne at one time mute. 

TO LARR 

No more shall I, since I am driven hence. 

Devote to thee my graines of Frankinsence : 

No more shall I from mantle-trees hang downe. 

To honour thee, my little Parsly crown : 

No more shall I (I feare me) to thee bring 

Ny chives of Garlick for an offering : 

No more shall I, from henceforth, heare a quire 

Of merry Crickets by my Country fire. 

Go where I will, thou luckie Larr stay here, 

WMxm by a glit'ring chimnie all the yeare. 

THE DEPARTURE OF THE GOOD DEMON 

What can I do in Poetry, 
Now the good Spirit 's gone from me ? 
Why nothing now, but lonely sit. 
And over-read what I have writ. 
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HIS AGE, DEDICATED TO HIS PECULIAR 
FRIEND, M. JOHN WICKES, UNDER 
THE NAME OF POSTHUMUS 

1. Ah Posthumus 1 Our yeares hence flye. 
And leave no sound ; nor piety, 

Or prayers, or vow 
Can keepe the wrinkle from the brow: 

But we must on, 
As Fate do's lead or draw ns ; none. 
None, Posthumus, co'd ere decline 
The doome of cruell Proserpine. 

2. The pleasing wife, the house, the g^rowid 
Must all be left, no one plant found 

To follow thee. 
Save only the Curst-Cipresse tree : 

A merry mind 
Looks forward, scomes what 's left behind : 
Let 's live, my Wickes, then, while we may, 
And here enjoy our Holiday. 

3. W 'ave seen the past-best Times, and these 
"Will nere return, we see the Seas, 

And Moons to wain ; 
But they fill up their Ebbs ag:ain : 

But vanisht, man 
Like to a Lilly-lost, nere can, 
Nere can repullulate, or bring: 
His dayes to see a second Spring. 

4. But on we must, and thither tend, 
Where Anchus and rich Tullus blend 
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"We must be made, 
Ere long, a song-, ere long, a shade. 
Why then, since life to us is short, 
Let 's make it full up, by our sport. 

5. Crown we our Heads with Roses then, 
And 'noint with Tirian Balme ; for when 

We two are dead, 
The world with us is buried. 

Then live we free, 
As is the Air, and let us be 
Our own fair wind, and mark each one 
Day with the white and Luckie stone. 

6. We are not poore ; although we have 
No roofs of Cedar, nor our brave 

Baise, nor keep 
Account of such a flock of sheep ; 

Nor Bullocks fed 
To lard the shambles : Barbels bred 
To kisse our hands, nor do we wish 
For Pollio's Lampries in our dish. 

7. If we can meet, and so conferre« 
Both by a shining Salt-seller ; 

And have our RoofCy 
Although not archt, yet weather-proofe. 

And seeling free, 
From that cheape Candle baadery: 
We le eat our Beane with that full mirth 
As we were Lords of ali\3i« t»x^^. 
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8. Well then, on what Seas we are tost, 
Our comfort is, we can't be lost. 

Let the winds drive 
Our Barke ; yet she will keepe alive 

Amidst the deepes ; 
Tis constancy (my Wickes) which keepes 
The Pinnace up ; which though she erres 
r th' Seas, she saves her passeng^ers. 

9. Say, we must part <sweet mercy blesse, 
Us both i' th' Sea, Camp, 'Wildemesse) 

Can we so farre 
Stray, to become lesse circular. 

Then we are now ? 
No, no, that selfe same heart, that vow, 
Which made us one, shall ne'er undoe ; 
Or ravell so, to make us two. 

ID. Live in thy peace ; as for my selfe, 
"When I am bruised on the Shelfe 

Of Time, and show 
My locks behung with frost and snow : 

When with the reume. 
The cough, the ptisick, I consume 
Unto an almost nothing ; then. 
The Ages fled, He call agen : 

II. And with a teare compare these last 
Lame, and bad times, with those are past. 

While Baucis by, 
My old leane wife, shall kisse it dry : 

And so we '1 sit 
By th' fire, foretelling snow and slit, 
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liilus to sing such a song- 

I made upon my Julia's brest ; 

And of her blush at such a feast. 

13. Then shall he read that flowre of mine 
Endos'd within a christall shrine : 

A Primrose next ; 
A piece, then of a higher text : 

For to beget 
In me a more transcendant heate, 
Then that insinuating fire, 
Which crept into each a,ghd Sire ; 

14. "When the faire Hellen, from her eyes» 
Shot forth her loving Sorceries : 

At which I 'le reare 
Nine aged limbs above my chaire : 
And hearing it, 
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Thus ripe with team, 
And twisting: my liilus hairs ; 
Doting:, He weep and say (In Truth) 
Baucis, these were my sins of youth. 

,x6. Then next He cause my hopefull Lad 
(If a wild Apple can be had) 

To crown the Hearth, 
(Larr thus conspiring with our mirth) 

Then to infuse 
Our browner Ale into the cruse : 
Which sweetly spic't, we '1 first carouse 
Unto the Genius of the house. 

17. Then the next health to friends of mine 
(Loving: the brave Burgundian wine) 

Hig:h sons of Pith, 
Whose fortunes I have froUckt with : 

Such as co'd well 
Bear up the Mag:ick boug:h, and spel : 
And dancing: 1}out the Nystick Thyrse, 
Give up the just applause to verse : 

18. To those, and then ag:en to thee 
We 1 drink, my Wickes, untill we be 

Plump as the cherry, 
Though not so fresh, yet full as merry 

Asthecrickit; 
The untam'd Heifer, or the Pricket, 
Untill our tongues shall tell our ears, 
W are younger by a score of years. 

ZQ. Thus, till we see the fire lesse shine 
From th' embers then the kitlings eyne, 
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Ve '1 still sit up, 
Sphering about the wassail cup, 

To all those times, 
Which gave me honour for my Rhimes : 
The cole once spent, we 1 then to bed, 
Farre more then night bewearied. 

A SHORT HYMNB TO VENUS 

Goddesse, I do love a Girle 
Rnbie-lipt, and tooth'd with Pearl : 
If so be, I may but prove 
Lnckie in this Maide I love : 
I will promise there shall be 
Mirtles oflfer'd up to Thee. 

UPON A DELAYING LADY 

z. Come come away, 
Or let me go ; 
Must I here stay 
Because y' are slow ; 
And will continue so ? 
Troth, Lady, no. 

2. I scome to be 
A slave to state: 
And since I 'm free, 
I will not vTait, 
Henceforth at such a rate, 
For needy Fate. 
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t. If you desire 
Pfy spark sho'd s^low, 
The peeping: fire 
You must blow ; 
Or I shall quickly grow, 
To Frost, or Snow. 



TO THE LADY MARY VILLARS, GOVER- 
NESSE TO THE PRINCESSE HENRETTA 

When I of Villars doe but heare the name. 
It calls to mind, that mighty Buckingham, 
"W^ho was your brave exalted Uncle here, 
(Binding the wheele of Fortune to his Sphere) 
Who spum'd at Envie ; and co'd bring, with 

ease. 
An end to all his stately purposes. 
For his love then, whose sacred Rellqnes 

show 
Their Resurrection, and their growth in you : 
And for my sake, who ever did prefer 
You, above all Those Sweets of Westminster : 
Permit my Book to have a free accesse 
To kisse your hand, most Dainty Govemesse. 

TO FLOWERS 

In time of life, I grac't ye with my Verse ; 
Doe now your flowrie honours to my Herse. 
You shall not languish, trust me : Virgins here 
Weeping, shall make ye flourish all the yeere. 
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\ HYMNE TO VENUS, AND CUPID 

Sea-born Goddesse, let me be, 
By thy sonne thus grac't, and thee ; 
That whenere I wooe, I find 
Virgins coy, but not unkind. 
Let me when I kisse a maid. 
Taste her lips, so over-laid 
With Love's-sirrop ; that I may. 
In your Temple, when I pray, 
Kisse the Altar, and confess 
Ther 's in love, no bitterness. 

ON JULIA'S PICTURE 

How am I ravlsht I when I do but see 
The Painters art in thy Sdography ? 
If so, how much more shall I dote thereon, 
When once he gfives it incarnation? 

UPON HER ALMES 

See how the poore do waiting stand. 
For the expansion of thy hand. 
A wafer Dol'd by thee, will swell 
Thousands to feed by miracle. 
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THE RAINBOW 

Look, how the Rainbow doth appeare 
Bnt in one oneiy Hemisphere : 
So likewise after onr disseace, 
No more is seen the Arch of Peace. 
That Covenant's here ; The under-bow, 
That nothing shoots, but war and woe. 

THE MEDDOW VERSE OR ANIVERSARY 
TO MISTRIS BRIDGET LOWMAN 

Come with the Spring-time forth Fair Maid 

and be 
This year again, the medows Deity. 
Yet ere ye enter, give us leave to set 
Upon your head this flowry Coronet : 
To make this neat distinction from the rest ; 
You are the Prime, and Princesse of the Feast: 
To which, with silver feet lead yon the way. 
While sweet-breath Nimphs, attend on you this 

Day. 
This is your houre ; and best you may command 
Since you are Lady of this Fairie land. 
Full mirth wait on you ; and such mirth as shall 
Cherrish the cheek, but make none blush at all. 

THE PARTING VERSE, THE 
FEAST THERE ENDED 

Loth to depart, but yet at last, each one 
Back most now go to 's habitation : 
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Not knowing: thns mach, when we once do sever, 
Whether or no, that we shall meet here ever. 
As for myself, since time a thousand cares 
And griefs hath fil'de upon my silver hairs ; 
Tis to be doubted whether I next yeer, 
Or no, shall give ye a re-meeting: here. 
If die I must, then my last vow shall be, 
You 1 with a tear or two, remember me, 
Your sometime Poet ; but if fates do give 
Me longer date, and more fresh Springs to Ifvei 
Oft as your field, shall her old age renew, 
Herrick shaXL make the meddow-verse for yon. 

UPON SAPHO, SWEETLY PLAYING, 
AND SWEETLY SINGING 

"When thou do'st play, and sweetly sing, 
"Whether it be the voice or string, 
Or both of them, that do agree 
Thns to en-trance and ravish me : 
This, this I know, I 'm oft stmck mute ; 
And dye away upon thy Lute. 

CHOP-CHERRY 

z. Thou gav'st me leave to kisse ; 
Thou gav'st me leave to wooe ; 
Thou mad'st me thinke by this, 
And that, thou lov'dst me too. 

2. But I shall ne'r forget, 

How for to make thee merry ; 
Thou mad'st me chop, but yet, 
Another snapt the Cherry. 
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First offer Incense, then thy field and meads 
Shall smile and smell the better by thy beads. 
The spang^ling: Dew dreg'd o're the graa 

shall be 
Tum'd all to Mell, and Nanna there for thee. 
Butter of Amber, Cream, and Wine, and Oile 
Shall run, as rivers, all throughout thy soyL 
"Wod'st thou to sincere-silver turn thy mold ? 
Pray once, twice pray ; and turn thy ground 

gold. 

HIS LACHRIMA OR MIRTH, 
TURN'D TO MOURNING 



X. Call me no more, 
As heretofore. 
The musick of a Feast ; 
Since now (alas) 
The mirth, that was 
In me, is dead or ceast. 
130 



HESPERIDSS 

2. Before I went 
To banishment 

Into the loathed West ; 

I co'd rehearse 

A Lyrick verse, 
And speak it with the best 

3. But time (Ai me) 
Has laid, I see, 

My Or£:an fast asleep ; 

And tum'd my voice 

Into the noise 
Of those that sit and weep. 

TO THE MOST FAIR AND LOVELY 
MISTRIS, ANNE SOAME, NOW LADY 
ABDIE 

So smell those odours that do rise 
From out the wealthy splceries : 
So smels the flowre of bloomings Clove ; 
Or Roses smother'd In the stove : 
So smells the Aire of spicM Wine ; 
Or Essences of Jessimine : 
So smells the Breath about the hives, 
When well the work of hony thrives ; 
And all the busie Factours come 
Laden with wax and hony home : 
So smell those neat and woven Bowers, 
All over-archt with Oring^e flowers, 
And Almond blossoms, that do mix 
To make rich these Aromatikes : 
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So smell those bracelets, and those bands 
Of Amber chaft between the hands, 
When thus enkindled they transpire 
A noble perfume from the fire. 
The wine of cherriesi and to these, 
The cooling: breath of Respasses ; 
The smell of mornings milk, and cream ; 
Butter of Cowslips mizt with them ; 
Of rosted warden, or bak'd peare, 
These are not to be reckon'd here ; 
"Vhenas the meanest part of her, 
Smells like the maiden-Pomander. 
Thus sweet she smells, or what can be 
More lik'd by her, or loVd by mee. 

UPON HIS KINSWOMAN MISTRIS 
ELIZABETH HERRICK 

Sweet virgin, that I do not set 
The pillars up of weeping Jet, 
Or moumfull Marble ; let thy shade 
Not wrathfull seem, or fright the Maide, 
\Krho hither at her wonted bowers 
Shall come to strew thy earth with flowers. 
No, know (Blest Maide) when there 's not one 
Remainder left of Brasse or stone, 
Thy living Epitaph shall be. 
Though lost in them, yet found in me. 
Dear, in thy bed of Roses, then, 
Till this world shaU dissolve as men. 
Sleep, while we hide thee from the light. 
Drawing thy curtains round : Good night. 
132 



HESPERIDES 

TO HIS VALENTINE, ON 
S. VALENTINES DAY 

Oft have I heard both Youths and Virgins say. 
Birds chuse their Nates, and couple too, this day 
But by their flight I never can divine, 
When I shall couple with my Valentine. 

UPON M. BEN JOHNSON. EPIG. 

After the rare Arch-Poet Johnson dy'd, 

The Sock grew loathsome, and the Buskin's pride. 

Together with the Stage's glory stood 

t£ach like a poore and pitied widowhood. 

The Cirque profan'd was ; and all postures rackt: 

For men did strut, and stride, and stare, not act. 

Then temper flew from words; and men did 

squeake, 
Looke red, and blow, and bluster, but not speake: 
No Holy-Rage, or Frantick-fires did stirre, 
Or flash about the spacious Theater. 
No clap of hands, or shout, or praises-proofe 
Did crack the Play-bouse sides, or cleave her 

roofe. 
Artlesse the Sceane was ; and that monstrous sin 
Of deep and arrant ignorance came in ; 
Such ignorance as theirs was, who once hist 
At thy nnequal'd Play, the Alchymist: 
Oh fie upon 'em I Lastly too, all witt 
In utter darkenes did, and still will sit 
Sleeping the lucklesse Age out, till that she 
Her Resurrection ha't «LsaAXi^vi^d^'Y>DL«^« 
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ANOTHER 

Thon had'st the wreath before, now take the 

Tree; 
That henceforth none be Laurel crown'd but 

Thee. 

A VOW TO MARS 

Store of couragfe to me gnnt, 
Now I 'm tum'd a combatant : 
Helpe me so, that I my shield, 
(Fig^htins:) lose not in the field. 
That 's the greatest shame of all, 
That in warfare can befall. 
Do but this ; and there shall be 
Offer'd up a "^olfe to thee. 

TO HIS MAID PREW 

These Summer-Birds did with thy master stay 
The times of warmth ; but then they flew away ; 
Leaving: their Poet (being now grown old) 
Expos'd to all the comming "Winters cold. 
But thon kind Prew did'st with my fates abide 
As well the 'Winter's, as the Summer's Tide : 
For which thy love, live with thy master here, 
Not one, but all the seasons of the yeare. 

A CANTICLE TO APOLLO 

z. Play, Phoebus on thy Lute ; 
And we will sit all mute : 
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2. Hark, harke, the God do's play I 
And as he leads the way 
Through heaven, the very Spheres, 
As men, tume all to eares. 

HOW PANSIES OR HART-EASE 
CAME FIRST 

Frollick Virgins once these were, 

Over-loving, (living here :) 

Being here their ends deny'd 

Ranne for Sweet-hearts mad, and di'd. 

Love in pitie of their teares, 

And their losse in blooming yeares ; 

For their restlesse here-spent houres, 

Gave them Hearts-ease tnm'd to flow'rs. 

TO HIS PECULIAR FRIEND SIR EDWARD 
FISH, KNIGHT BARONET 

Since for thy full deserts (with all the rest 
Of these chaste spirits, that are here possest 
Of Life etemall) Time has made thee one. 
For growth in this my rich Plantation : 
Live here: Bnt know 'twas vertue, & not 

chance, 
That gave thee this so high inheritance. 
Keepe it forever ; grounded with the good, 
"^OTho hold £Btst here an endlesst \W^Vi-\i^^^« 
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LARR'S PORTION, AND THE 
POETS PART 

At my homely Country-seat, 

I have there a little wheat ; 

"Which I worke to Neale, and make 

Therewithall a Holy-cake : 

Part of which I give to Larr, 

Part is my peculiar. 

LIBERTY 

Those ills that mortall men endure 
So long are capable of cure. 
As they of freedome may be sure : 
But that deni'd ; a griefe, though small, 
Shakes the whole Roofe, or mines alL 

THE DREAME 

By Dream I saw, one of the three 
Sisters of Fate, appeare to me. 
Close to my Bed's side she did stand 
Shewing me there a fire brand ; 
She told me too, as that did spend, 
So drew my life onto an end. 
Three quarters were consum'd of it ; 
Onely remaind a little bit, 
"Which will be burnt up by and by 
Then Julia weep, for I must dy. 
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UPON BLBCTRA 

When ont of bed my Love doth 

spring, 
Tis but as day a-kindling : 
But when She 's up and fully drest, 
Tis then broad Day throughout the East. 

OF LOVE 

I do not love, nor can it be 
Love will in vain spend shafts on me : 
I did this God-head once defie ; 
Since which I freeze, but cannot 

frie. 
Yet out, alas I the deaths the same, 
Kil'd by a frost or by a flame. 

UPON HIMSELF 

I dislikt but even now ; 
Now I love I know not how. 
Was I idle, and that while 
Was I fier'd with a smile ? 
He too work, or pray ; and then 
I shall quite dislike agen. 



ANOTHER 

Love he that will ; it best likes me, 
To have my neck from Loves yokftlx^ft. 
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2. Good morning to this Prim-rose too ; 

Good morrow to each maid ; 
That will with flowers the Tomb 
bestrew, 
"Wherein my Love is laid. 

3. Ah ! woe is mee, woe, woe is me, 

Alack and welladay 1 
For pitty, Sir, find out that Bee, 
Which bore my Love away. 

4. I 'le seek him in your Bonnet brave , 

He seek him in your eyes ; 
Nay, now I think th'ave made his gja 
r th' bed of strawburies. 

5. He seek him there ; I know, ere this. 

The cold, cold Earth doth shake hin 
But I will go, or send a kisse 
By you. Sir, to awake him. 

6. Pray hurt him not ; though he be de»' 

He knowes well who do love him 
And who with green -turie^ t\ 
head, 
And who do rudely move \iiai. 
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7. Ht's soft and tender (Pray take heed) 
"With bands of Cow-slips bind him ; 
And bring" him home ; but 'tis decreed, 
That I shall never find him. 

TO SPRINGS AND FOUNTAINS 

I heard ye co'd code heat ; and came 
"With hope you would allay the same : 
Thrice I have washt, but feel no cold, 
Nor find that true, which was foretold. 
Nethinks like mine, your pulses beat ; 
And labour with unequall heat : 
Cure, cure your selves, for I discrie, 
Ye boil with Love, as well as I. 

UPON JULIA'S UNLACING 
HER SELF 

Tell, if thon canst (and truly) whence doth 

come 
This Camphire, Storaz, Spiknard, Galbanum : 
These ?lusks, these Ambers, and those other 

smells 
(Sweet as the Vestrie of the Oracles). 
lie tell thee ; while my Julia did unlace 
Her silken bodies, but a breathing space : 
The passive Aire such odour then assum'd. 
As when to Jove Great Juno goes perfum'd. 
"^OThose pure-Immortall body doth transmit 
A scent, that fills both Heaven «3ieL^Bx\:sv^«iS^'^ 
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TO BACCHUS, A CANTICLB 

Whither dost thou whorry me, 
Bacchus, being' full of thee ? 
This way, that way, that way, this. 
Here, and there a fresh Love is. 
That doth like me, this doth please ; 
Thus a thousand distresses, 
I have now ; yet I alone, 
Having All, injoy not One. 

THB LAWNB 

Wo'd I see Lawn, clear as the Heaven, and thin? 
It sho'd be onely in my Julia's skin : 
Which so betrayes her blood, as we discover 
The blush of cherries, when a Lawn's cast over. 

THB FRANKINCENSB 

When my off ring next I make. 
Be thy hand the hallowed Cake : 
And thy brest the Altar, whence 
Love may smell the Frankincense. 

TO SYCAMORES 

I 'm sick of Love ; O let me lie 
Under your shades, to sleep or die 
Either is welcome ; so I have 
Or here my Bed, or here my Grave. 
Why do you sigh, and sob, and keep 
Time with the tears, that I do weep ? 
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Say, have ye sence, or do yon prove 
What Cmdfizions are in Love ? 
I know ye do ; and that 's the why. 
You sigh for Love, as well as L 

A PASTORALL SUNG TO THE 
KING 

Motttmao, SiMo, and MirtiUo, Shepheards. 

Mont, Bad are the times. Sll. And wors then 

they are we. 
Mottt, Troth, bad are both ; worse fmlt, and 
ill the tree: 
The feast of Shepheards fail. 5//. None crowns 

the cup 
Of "Wassaile now, or sets the quintell up : 
And He, who us'd to leade the Country-round, 
Youthfull Mirtillo, Here he comes, Grief-drownd. 
Ambo. Lets cheer him up. Sil, Behold him 

weeping ripe. 
Mirt, Ah 1 Amarillis, farewell mirth and pipe ; 
Since thou art gone, no more I mean to play, 
To these smooth Lawns, my mirthfuU Rounde- 
lay. 
Dear Amarillis I Mont. Hark I SU. mark: 

MM, this earth grew sweet 
"Where, Amarillis, Thou didst set thy feet. 
Ambo, Poor pittied youth! MM, And here 
the breth of kine 
And sheep, grew more sweet, by that breth of 
Thine. 
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And all the while my part shall be to weepe ; 
And with my sigrhs, call home my bleating^ 

sheep: 
And in the Rind of every comely tree 
lie carve thy name, and in that name Usse 
thee: 
MoBt. Set with the Sunne, thy woes: SiL 
The day grows old : 
And time it is our full-fed flocks to fold. 
Cbor. The shades grow great; but greater 
growes our sorrow, 

But lets go steepe 
Our eyes in sleepe ; 
And meet to weepe 
To morrow. 



THE WILLOW GARLAND 

A willow Garland thou did'st send 
Perfum'd (last day) to me : 

Which did but only this portend, 
I was forsooke by thee. 

Since so it is ; He tell thee what. 
To morrow thou shalt see 

Pie weare the Willow ; after that, 
To die upon the Tree. 

As Beasts unto the Altars go 
With Garlands drest, so I 

Will, with my Willow-wreath also, 

Come forth and sweetly dye. 
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A HYMNE TO SIR CLIPSEB' 

CREW "^ 

Twas not Lov's Dart ; 
Or any blow 
Of want, or foe, 
Did wound my heart 
WVCa. an etemall smart : 

But only you, 
My sometimes known 
Companion, 
(My dearest Crew,) 
That me unkindly slew. 

May your fault dye, 
And have no name 
In Bookes of fame ; 
Or let it lye 
Forgotten now, as I. 

We parted are, 
And now no more, 
As heretofore, 
By jocund Larr, 
Shall be familiar. 

But though we Sever 
My Crew shall see, 
That I will be 
Here faithlesse never ; 
Bnt love my Clipseby ever. 
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FELICITY, QUICK OF FLIGHT 

Every time seemes short to be, 

That 's measur'd by felicity : 

But one halfe hottre, that's made up here 

With gfriefe ; seemes longer then a yeare. 

THE CROWD AND COMPANY 

In holy meetings, there a man may be 
One of the crowd, not of the companie. 

TO DAISIES, NOT TO SHUT SO SOONE 

1. Shut not so soon ; the dull-e/d night 

Ha's not as yet begunne 

To make a seisure on the light, 

Or to seale up the Sun. 

2. No Marigolds yet closed are ; 

No shadowes great appeare ; 
Nor doth the early Shepheards Starre 
Shine like a spangle here. 

3. Stay but till my Julia close 

Her life-begetting eye ; 
And let the whole world then dispose 
It selfe to live or dye. 

rO THE LITTLE SPINNERS 

Yee pretty Huswives, wo'd ye know 
The worke that I wo'd put ye to ? 
This, this it sho'd be, for to spin, 
A Lawn for me, so fine and \h^iL^ 
145 



ROBERT HBRRICK 
As it might serve me for my skin. 
For cruell Love ha's me so whipt. 
That of my skin, I all am stript ; 
And shall despaire, that any art 
Can ease the rawnesse, or the smart ; 
Uniesse you skin again each part. 
'Which mercy if yon will but do, 
I call all Maids to witnesse too 
What here I promise, that no Broom 
Shall now, or ever after come 
To wrong a Spinner or her Loome. 

OBERON'S PALACE 

After the Feast (my Shapcot) see, 

The Fairie Court I give to thee : 

Where we le present our Oberon, led 

Halfe tipsie to the Fairie Bed, 

Where Mab he finds ; who there doth lie 

Not without mickle majesty. 

Which done ; and thence removed the light 

We'l wish both Them and Thee, good night 

Full as a Bee with Thyme, and Red, 
As Cherry harvest, now high fed 
For Lust and action ; on he '1 go, 
To lye with Mab, though all say no. 
Lust ha's no eare's ; He 's sharp as thorn - 
And fretfull, carries Hay in's home, 
And lightning in his eyes ; and flings 
Among the Elves, (if mov'd) the stinp^ 
Of peltish wasps ; well know his Gv 
Kia£M though th' mn bated, will be 
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Track they redeem a bank of mosse 
Spungie and swelling-, and farre more 
Soft then the finest Lemster Ore. 
Mildly disparkling-, like those fiers, 
Whidi break from the Injeweld tyres 
Of curious Brides ; or like those mites 
Of Candi'd dew in Moony nights. 
Upon this Convex, all the flowers, 
(Nature begets by th' Sun, and showers,) 
Are to a wilde digestion brought, 
As if Love's Sampler here was wrought : 
Or Citherea's Ceston, which 
All with temptation doth bewitch. 
Sweet Aires move here ; and more divine 
Made by the breath of great ey'd-kine, 
Who as they lowe, empearl with milk 
The fonr-leav'd grasse, or mosse, like silk. 
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Many a Connter, many a Die, 
Half-rotten, and without an eye, 
Lies here abouts ; and for to pave 
The excellency of this Cave, 
Sqnirrils and childrens teeth late shed, 
Are neatly here ezchequer&d. 
"With brownest Toadstones, and the g:um 
That shines upon the blewer Plum. 
The nails fain off by Whit-flawes : Art's 
Wise hand enchasing: here those warts, 
M7hich we to others (from our selves) 
Sell, and broug^ht hither by the Elves. 
The tempting^ Mole, stoln from the neck 
Of the shie Virg:in, seems to deck 
The holy Entrance ; where within 
The roome is hung: ^th the blew skin 
Of shifted Snake : enfreez'd throughout 
M7ith eyes of Peacocks Trains, & Trout- 
Flies curious wing^s ; and these among 
Those silveivpence, that cut the tongue 
Of the red infant, neatly hung. 
The glow-wormes eyes ; the shining scales 
Of sUv'rie fish ; wheat-strawes, the snailes 
Soft Candle-light ; the Kitling's eyne ; 
Corrupted wood ; serve here for shine. 
No glaring light of bold-fac't Day, 
Or other over-radiant Ray 
Ransacks this roome; but what weak 

beams 
Can make reflected from these jems, 
And multiply ; Such is the light, 
But ever doubtful! Day, or night. 
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His trrours vip ; and now ne tinas 
His moon-tann'd Mab, as somewhat sick. 
And (Love knowes) tender as a chick. 
Upon six plump DandiUions, high- 
Rear'd, lyes her Elvish-majestie : 
^hose woollie-bnbbles seem'd to drowne 
Hir Nab-ship in obedient Downe. 
For either sheet, was spread the Canle 
That doth the Infants face enthrall, 
When it is bom : (by some enstyl'd 
The luckie Omen of the child) 
And next to these two blankets ore- 
Cast of the finest Gossamore. 
And then a Kng of carded wooll, 
"Wliich, Spunge-like drinking' in the dull- 
Light of the Noon, seem'd to comply. 
Cloud-like, the daintie Deitie. 
Thus soft she fies : and over-head 
A Spinners circle is bespread. 
With Cob-web-curtains : from the roof 
So neatly sunck, as that no proof 
Of any tackling can declare 
What gives it hanging in the Aire. 

TO HIS PECULIAR FRIEND MASTER 
THOMAS SHAPCOTT, LAWYER 

Ve paid Thee, what I promis'd ; that 's not All; 
le^des J give Thee here a Verse that shall 
l^eo benct thy Circnm-mortall-part is gon) 
cb'Ukc, hold up, Thy Name's lii«cxVB>U<»a. 
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Biave men can't die, whose Candid Actions are 
Vrit in the Poet's Endlesse-Kalendar : 
Whose velome, and whose volumne is the SUe, 
And the pure Starres the praising: Poetiie. 

FarewdL 

TO JULIA IN THE TEMPLE 

Besides us two, i' th' Temple here 's not one 

To make up now a Congregation. 

Let 's to the Altar of perfumes then go, 

And say short Prayers ; and when we have done 

»o, 
Then we shall see, how in a little space, 
Saints will come in to fill each Pew and Place. 

TO OENONE 

1. What Conscience, say, is it in thee 

"When I a Heart had one. 
To Take away that Heart from me, 
And to retain Thy own ? 

2. For shame or pitty now endine 

To play a loving part ; 
Either to send me kindly thine, 
Or give me back my heart 

3. Covet not both ; but if thou dost 

Resolve to part with ti^\\3a«c\ 
"Why I yet to shew tYisX 'Ccsx^ «s\ v& 
Take me and isiiiR.^«<^%^\:tL«c 
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TO GROVES 



Yee silent shades, whose each tree here 
Some Reliqne of a Saint doth weare : 
Who for some sweet-hearts sake, did prove 
The fire, and martyrdome of love. 
Here is the Legend of those Saints 
That di'd for love ; and their complaints: 
Their wounded hearts ; and names we find 
Encarv'd upon the Leaves and Rind. 
Give way, give way to me, who come 
Scorch't with the selfe-same martyrdome : 
And have deserved as much (Love knowes) 
As to be canoniz'd 'mong^st those, 
Whose deeds, and death here written are 
Within your Greenie-Kalendar : 
By all those Virgins' Fillets hung 
Upon your Boughs, and Requiems sung 
For Saints and Soules departed hence, 
(Here honoured still with Frankincense) 
By all those teares that have been shed, 
As a Drink-offering, to the dead : 
By all those True-love-knots, that be 
With Motto's carv'd on every tree. 
By sweet S. PhilUs ; pitie me : 
By deare S. Iphis ; and the rest, 
Of all those other Saints now blest ; 
Me, me, forsaken, here admit 
Among your Mirtles to be writ 
That my poore name may have the glory 
To live remembred in your story. 
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AN EPITAPH UPON A VIRGIN 

Here a solemne Fast we keepe, 
While all beauty lyes asleep 
Husht be all thing^s ; (no noyse here) 
But the toning of a teare : 
Or a sigh of such as bring 
Cowslips for her covering. 



TO JEALOUSIB 

1. O Jealousie, that art 
The Canker of the heart : 

And mak'st all hell 
Where thou do'st dwell 
For pitie be 
No Furie^ or no Fire-brand to me. 

2. Farre from me He remove 

All thoughts of irksome Love : 
And turn to snow, 
Or Christall grow ; 
To keep still free 
(O ! Soul-tormenting Jealousie,) from Thee. 



TO LIVE FREELY 

Let's live in hast; use pleasures while 

may: 
Co'd life return, 'twod never lose a day. 
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HIS ALMBS 

Here, here I live, 
And somewhat give. 
Of what I have, 
To those, who crave. 
Little or much, 
Vlj Almnes is such : 
But if my deal 
Of Oyl and Meal 
Shall fuller grow, 
Nore He bestow : 
Mean time be it 
E'en but a bit. 
Or else a crum, 
The scrip hath some. 

UPON HIMSBLP 

Come, leave this loathed Country-life, and then 

Grow up to be a Roman Citizen. 

Those mites of Time, which yet remain un« 

spent, 
"Vaste thou in that most Civill Government. 
Get their comportment, and the gU^tng tongue 
Of those mild Men, thou art to live among : 
Then being seated in that smoother Sphere, 
Decree thy everlasting Topick there. 
And to the Farm-house nere return at all, 
Though Granges do not love thee. Cities 
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TO ENJOY THE TIME 

While Fates pennlt as, let's be mer 
Passe all we must the fatall Ferry : 
And this our life too whirles away, 
With the Rotation of the Day. 

UPON LOVE 

T. Love, I have broke 

Thy yoke ; 
The neck is free : 
But when I 'm next 

Love-vert, 
Then shackell me. 

2. Tis better yet 

To fret 
The feet or hands 
Then to enthrall, 

OrgfaU 
The neck with bands. 

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE MIL 
EARLE OF WESTMORLAND 

You are a Lord, an Earle, nay more, a M 
Who writes sweet Numbers well as any 
If so, why then are not These Verses hur 
Like Sybels Leaves, throughout the ample 
What is a Jewell if it be not set 
Forth by a ring', or some rich Carkanet ? 
But being so ; then the beholders cry. 
See, see a Jemme (as rare as Baelus' ey 
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publick praise do's runne upon the Stone, 
a most rich, a rare, a precious One. 
jExpose your jewels then unto the view, 
That we may praise Them, or themselves priz< 

You. 
Vertae conceai'd (with Horace you '1 confesse,) 
DiiUn not much from drowxle siotbtuUnesse. 

THE PLUNDER 

I am of all bereft ; 
Save but some few Beanes left, 
Whereof (at last) to make, 
For me, and mine a Cake : 
Which eaten, they and I 
Will say our grace, and die. 

THE JIMMALL RING, OR TRUELOVE- 
KNOT 

Thou sent'st to me a True-love-knot ; but I 
Retum'd a Ring of Jimmals, to imply 
Thy Love had one knot, mine a triple tye. 

TO HIS KINSMAN, SIR THO. SOAME 

Seeing thee Soame, I see a Goodly man. 

And in that Good, a great Patrician. 

Next to which Two ; among the City-Powers, 

And Thrones, thy selfe one of Those Senatours 

Not wearing Purple only for the show ; 

(As many Conscripts of the Citie do) 

But for Tme Service, worthy of that Gowne, 

The Golden chain too, and the Civick CtQ'^irQ^^ 
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TO BLOSSOMS 

!• Faire ph^gta of a fmitfull TreCp 
Why do yee fall so fast? 
Your date is not so past ; 
But you may stay yet bere a whUe, 
To blush and gently smile ; 
And g^o at last. 

a, What| were yee borne to be 

An houre or half a deligfht ; 
And so to bid g:oodnl^htf 
Twas pitie Nature broug^ht yee forth 
Merely to shew your worth, 
And lose you quite. 

3. But you are lovely Leaves, where wi 

May read how soon things h^n 

Their end, though ne'er so brai 

And after they have shown thetr prid 

Like vou a while : Thev dide 
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TO PERENNA 

How long, Perenna, wilt thou see 
Me lans^uish for the love of Thee ? 
Consent and play a friendly part 
To save ; when thou may'st kill a heart. 

TO THE LADYES 

Trust me Ladies, I will do 
Nothing: to distemper you ; 
If I any fret or vex, 
Men they shall be, not your sex. 

THE OLD WIVES PRAYER 

Holy-rood come forth and shield 
Us V th' Citie, and the Field : 
Safely gvard us, now and aye, 
From the blast that bums by day ; 
And those sounds that us affrig-ht 
In the dead of dampish night. 
Drive all hurtfull Feinds us fro, 
By the Time the Cocks first crow. 

ON HIS DEPARTURE HENCE 

Thus I 
Passe by 
And die : 
As One, 
Unknown, 
And gon. : 
IS! 
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I 'm made 
A shade, 
And laid 
r th' grave : 
There have 
My Cave. 
'W^here tell 
I dweU, 
FareweU, 

THE WASSAILE 

1. Give way, give way, ye Gates, and win 
An easie blessing to your Bin, 

And Basket, by our entring in. 

2. Nay both with manchet stand repleat , 
Your Larders too so hung with meat. 
That though a thousand, thousand eat ; 

3. Yet, ere twelve Noons shall whirl about 
Their silv'rie Spheres, there 's none may doubt. 
But more 's sent in, then was serv'd out. 

4. Next, may your Dairies Prosper so, 
As that your Pans no Ebbe may know ; 
But if they do, the more to flow, 

5. Like to a solemne sober Stream 
Bankt all with Lillies and the Cream 
Of sweetest Cow-slips filling Them 

6. Then, may your Plants be prest with Fmit, 
Nor Bee, or Hive you have be mute : 

But sweetly sounding like a Lute. 
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may your Duck and teeming: Hen 
. to the Cock's-tread, say Amen ; 
ind for their two egs render ten. 

Last, may your Harrows, Shares and 

Ploughes, 
Your Stacks, your Stocks, your sweetest 

Nowes, 
All prosper by our Virgin-vowes. 

g. Alas ! we blesse, but see none here, 
That brings us either Ale or Bee're ; 
in a drle-bouae ail tbinga an neen, 

10. Lets leave a longer Time to wait, 

Where Rust and Cobwebs, bind the gate ; 
And all live here with needy Fate. 

IX. "Where chimneys do for ever weepe. 

For want of warmth, and stomachs keepe 
With noise, the servants eyes from sleep 

12. It is in vain to sing, or stay 

Our free-feet here ; but we 1 away : 
Yet to the Lares this we 1 say. 

13. The time will come, when you '1 be sad 
And reckon this for fortune bad, 
T'ave lost the good ye might have had. 

HOW SPRINGS CAME FIRST 
These Springs were Maidens once that lov'd. 
But lost to that, they most approv'd : 
My story tels, by Love they were 
Tuni'd to these Springs, wblOcL ^^ «t^^«t^\ 
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The pretty whimpering that they make, 
When of the Banks their leave they take ; 
Tela yee bnt this, they are the same, 
In nothingf changed but in their name. 

TO ROSEMARY, AND BAIES 

PLj wooing: 's ended : now my wedding^s neere : 
vCHien Gloves are g:iving:, Guilded be yon there. 

UPON A SCARRE IN A VIRGINS FACE 

Tis Heresie in others : In your face 

That Scarr's no Schisme, but the sign of grace. 

UPON HIS EYE-SIGHT FAILING HIM 

I beginne to waine in sight ; 
Shortly I shall bid goodnight : 
Then no gazing more about, 
When the Tapers once are out. 

TO HIS WORTHY FRIEND, M. THO. 
FALCONBIRGE 

Stand with thy Graces forth. Brave man, and rise 
High with thine own Auspitious Destinies : 
Nor leave the search, and proofe, till Thou canst 

find 
These, or those ends, to which Thou wast de- 

sign'd. 
Thy lucky Genius, and thy guiding Starre, 
Have made Thee prosperous in thy wayes, thus 

farre: 
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Nor will they leave Thee, till they both have 

shown 
Thee to the "^orld a Prime and Publique One. 
Then, when Thou see'st thine Ag^e all tum'd to 

gold, 
Remember what thy Herrick Thee foretold, 
yXThea at the holy Threshold of thine house, 
U0 Boded good'luck to tby Selte mad Spouao, 
Lastly, be mindfiill (when thou art g^own great) 
Ttmt Towon high remr'd dread mo»t the lightnlBjte 

thremt: 
Wbenae the humble Cottages not teare 
The cleaving Bolt of Jove the Thunderer. 

UPON JULIA'S HAIRE FILL'D WITH DEW 

Dew sate on Julia's haire. 

And spangled too, 

Like Leaves that laden are 

With trembling Dew: 
Or glitter'd to my sight, 

As when the Beames 
Have their reflected light, 

Daunc't by the Streames. 

ANOTHER ON HER 

How can I choose but love, and follow her, 
"Whose shadow smels like milder Pomander ! 
How can I chuse but kisse her, whence do's 

come 
The Storax, Spiknard, Nyrrhe, and Ladanum. 
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TO SIR CLI[P]SEBIE CREW 

Since to th' Country first I came, 
I have lost my former flame : 
And, methinks, I not inherit, 
As I did, my ravisht spirit. 
If I write a Verse, or two, 
Tis with very much ado ; 
In regfard I want that "Vine, 
'^XHiich sho'd conjure up a line. 
Yet, though now of Muse bereft, 
I have still the manners left 
For to thanke you (Noble Sir) 
For those gifts you do conferre 
Upon him, who only can 
Be in Prose a gratefnll man. 



UPON HIMSELFE 

1. I co'd never love indeed ; 
Never see mine own heart bleed : 
Never crucifie my life ; 

Or for Widow, Maid, or Wife. 

2. I co'd never seeke to please 
One, or many Mistresses : 
Never like their lips, to sweare 
Oyle of Roses still smelt there. 

3. I co'd never breake my sleepe, 

Fold mine Armes, sob, sigh, or weep: 
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Never beg-, or humbly wooe 
With oathes, and lyes, (as others do). 

4. I co'd never walke alone ; 
Put a shirt of sackloth on : 
Never keep a fast, or pray 

For good luck in love (that day). 

5. But have hitherto liv'd free. 
As the aire that circles me : 
And kept credit with my heart, 
Neither broke i' th' whole, or part. 

AN ECLOGUE, OR PASTORALL BETWEEN 
ENDIMION PORTER AND LTCIDAS 
HERRICK, SET AND SUNG. 

Z. Baa. Ah ! Lycidas, come tell me why 
Thy whilome merry Oate 
By thee doth so neglected lye ; 
And never purls a note ? 

a. I prithee speake : Lye, I will. End, Say 

on: 
Lye. 'Tis thon, and only thou, 

That art the cause, Endimion ; 
Bttd, For Loves-sake, tell me how. 

3. Lye. In this regfard, that thou do'st play 
Upon another Plain : 
And for a Rurall Roundelay, 

Sltrik'st now a Courtly sto^iaoL. 
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4. Thou leav'st onr Hills, our Dales, onr 

Bowers, 

Our finer fleeced sheep : 
(Unkind to us) to spend thine houres, 

Where Shepheardssho'd not keep. 

5. I meane the Court : Let Latmos be 

Ny lov'd Endymion's Court; 
Bad. But I the Courtly State wo'd see : 
Lyc» Then see it in report. 

6. What ha's the Court to do with Swaines, 

Where Phillis is not known ? 
Nor do's it mind the Rustick straines 
Of us, or Coridon. 

7. Breake, if thou lov'st us, this delay ; 
Bnd. Dear Lycidas, e're long:, 

I vow by Pan, to come away 

And Pipe unto thy Song*. 

8. Then Jessimine, with Florabell ; 

And daiinty Amarillis, 
With handsome-handed DrosomeU 

Shall pranke thy Hooke with 
Lillies. 

9. Ljre. Then Tityrus, and Coridon, 

And Thyrsis, they shall follow 
With all the rest ; while thou alone 
Shalt lead, like young Apollo, 
la And till thou com'st, thy Lycidas, 
In every Geniall Cup, 
Shall write in Spice, Endimion 'twas 
That kept his Piping up. 
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-^-, «vc uu Know, 
You had your comming hither ; 
And Fading-time do's show, 
That Ye must quickly wither. 

2. Your Sister-hoods may stay, 
And smile here for your houre ; 
But dye ye must away : 
Even as the meanest Flower. 

3. Come Virgfins then, and see 
Your frailties ; and bemone ye ; 
For lost like these, 'twill be, 
As Time had never known ye. 

TO THE WATER NYMPHS, DRl 
ING AT THE FOUNTAIN 

.Z. Reach, with your whiter hands, to m* 
Somft r»i^-*-" ' ■ 
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UPON A FLIE 

A gfolden Flie one shew'd to me, 

Clos'd in a Box of Yvorie : 

Where both seem'd proud ; the Flie to have 

His buriall in an jvorj grave : 

The yvorie tooke State to hold 

A Corps as bright as bomlaht gold. 

One Fate had both ; both equall Grace ; 

The Buried, and the Burying-place. 

Not Virgil's Gnat, to whom the Spring 

All Flowers sent to 'is burying ; 

Not Marshal's Bee, which in a Bead 

Of Amber quick was buried ; 

Nor that fine Worme that do's interre 

Her selfe i' th' silken Sepulchre ; 

Nor my rare Phil, that lately was 

'W^ith Lillies Tomb'd up in a Glasse ; 

More honour had, then this same FUe 

Dead, and closed up in Yvorie. 

TO JULIA 

Julia, when thy Herrick dies, 
Close thou up thy Poet's eyes : 
And his last breath, let it be 
Taken in by none but Thee. 

TO MISTRBSSB DOROTHY PARSONS 

If thou aske me (Deare) wherefore 
I do write of thee no more : 
I must answer (Sweet) thy part 
Lesse is here, then in my heart. 
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W HE WOULD DRINKE HIS WINE 

/ill me my Wine in Christall ; thus, and thus 
I see't in 's puris naturalibus : 
Unmixt. I love to have it smirke and shine, 
*Tia 8ln I know, 'Ha tin to tbrotle Wine. 
"What Plad-man's he, that when it sparkles so, 
Will coole his flames, or quench his fires with 
snow? 

HOW MARIGOLDS CAME YELLOW 

Jealous Girles these sometimes were, 
While they liv'd, or lasted here : 
Tum'd to Flowers, still they be 
Yellow, markt for Jealousie. 



TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE EDWARD 
EARLE OF DORSET 

If I dare write to You, my Lord, who are, 
Of your own selfe, a Publick Theater, 
And sitting, see the wiles, wayes, walkes of wit, 
And give a righteous judgement upon it. 
What need I care, though some dislike me sho'd. 
If Dorset say, what Herrick writes, is good ? 
We know y* are leam'd i' th' Nuses, and no lesse 
In our State-sanctions, deep, or bottomlesse. 
Whose smile can make a Poet ; and your glance 
Dash all bad Poems out of countenance. 
So, that an Author needs no other Bayes 
For Coronation, then Your onely Prai&^. 
1^ 



We shall discoyer, by and by, 

A Repurg-ation of the Skie : 

And when those clouds away are driven, 

Then will appeare a cheerfull Heaven. 

UPON LOVE 

z. I held Love's head while it did ake ; 
But so it chanc't to be ; 
The cruell paine did his forsake, 
And forthwith came to me. 

2. Ai me I how shal my g^riefe be stll'd ? 
Or where else ^all we find 
One like to me, who must be ki' 
For being too-too-kind ? 
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TO THE LADY CREW, UPON THE 
DEATH OF HER CHILD 

Why, Madam, will ye long^er weep, 
Whenas your Baby 's lull'd asleep ? 
And (pretty Child) feeles now no more 
Those paines it lately felt before. 

All now is silent ; groanes are fled : 
Your Child lyes still, yet is not dead : 
But rather like a flower hid here 
To spring' againe another yeare. 

HIS WINDING-SHEET 

Come thou, who art the Wine, and wit 

Of all I've writ: 
The Grace, the Glorie, and the best 

Piece of the rest. 
Thou art of what I did intend 

The All, and End. 
And what was made, was made to meet 

Thee, thee my sheet. 
Come then, and be to my chast side 

Both Bed, and Bride. 
We two (as Reliqiies left) will have 

One Rest, one Grave. 
And, hugging close, we will not feare 

Lust entring here : 
Where all Desires are dead, or cold 

As is the mould : 
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And all Affections are forgot, 

Or Trouble not. 
Here, here the Slaves and Pris'ners be 

From Shackles free : 
And Weeping' "Widowes long opprest 

Doe here find rest. 
The wrongM Client ends his Lawes 

Here, and his Cause. 
Here those long suits of Chancery lie 

Quiet, or die : 
And all Star-chamber-Bils doe cease, 

Or hold their peace. 
Here needs no Court for our Request, 

"Where all are best; 
An wise ; all equall: and all just 

Alike i' th' dust. 
Nor need we here to feare the frowne 

Of Court, or Crown. 
Where Portune bean no sway o're thlnga. 

There all are Kiage, 
In this securer place we '1 keep, 

As lull'd asleep ; 
Or for a little time we 1 lye, 

As Robes laid by ; 
To be another day re-wome, 

Tum'd, but not torn : 
Or like old Testaments ingrost, 

Lockt up, not lost : 
And for a while lye here conceal'd. 

To be reveal'd 
Next, at that great Platonick yeere. 

And then meet here. 
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TO MISTRESSE MARY WILLAND 

One more by Thee, Love, and Desert sent, 
T ' enspang^le this expansive Firmament. 
O Flame of Beauty I come, appeare, appeare 
A Virgin Taper, ever shining here. 

ON HIMSBLFB 

Borne I was to meet with Ag-e, 
And to walke Life's pilgrimage. 
Nnch I know of Time is spent, 
Tell I cant, what's Resident. 
Howsoever, cares, adue ; 
He have nought to say to you : 
But He spend my comming houres, 
Drinking wine, & crown'd with flowres. 

FORTUNE FAVOURS 

Fortune did never favour one 

Fully, without exception ; 

Though free she be, ther 's something yet 

Still wanting to her Favourite. 

TO PHILLIS TO LOVE, AND LIVB 
WITH HIM 

Live, live with me, and thou shalt see 
The pleasures He prepare for thee : 
"^That sweets the Country can afford 
Shall blesse thy Bed, and blesse thy Board. 
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The soft sweet Plosse shall be thy bed, 
With crawling Woodbine over-spread : 
By which the silver-shedding streames 
Shall gently melt thee into dreames. 
Thy clothing next, shall be a Gowne 
Made of the Fleeces' purest Downe. 
The tongues of Kids shall be thy meate ; 
Their Milke thy drinke ; and thou shalt eail 
The Paste of Filberts for thy bread 
With Cream of Cowslips buttered : 
Thy Feasting-Tables shall be HOls 
With Daisies spread, and Daffadils ; 
Where thou shalt sit, and Red-brest by, 
For meat, shall give thee melody. 
He give thee Chaines and Carkanets 
Of Primroses and Violets. 
A Bag and Bottle thou shalt have ; 
That richly wrought, and This as brave ; 
So that as either shall ezpresse 
The Wearer's no meane Shepheardesse. 
At Sheering-times, and yearely Wakes, 
When Themills his pastime makes, 
There thou shalt be ; and be the wit. 
Nay more, the Feast, and grace of it 
On Holy-dayes, when Virgins meet 
To dance the Heyes with nimble feet ; 
Thou shalt come forth and then appeare 
The Queen of Roses for that yeere. 
And having danc't ('bove all the best) 
Carry the Garland from the rest. 
In Wicker-baskets Maids shal bring 
To thee, (my dearest Shephar[d]ling) 
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The blushing Apple, bashfuU Peare, 
And shame-fac't Plnm, (all simp'ring there) : 
Walk in the Groves, and thou shalt find 
^lie name of Phillis in the Rind 
Of every straig^ht, and smooth-skin tree, 
Where kissing: that. He twice kisse thee. 
To thee a Sheep-hook I will send, 
Be-pranckt with Ribbands, to this end. 
This, this alluring: Hook might be 
Lesse for to catch a sheep, then me. 
Thou shalt have Possets, "Wassails fine, 
Not made of Ale, but spiced Wine ; 
To make thy Naids and selfe free mirth, 
AU sitting neer the glitt'ring Hearth. 
Thou sha't have Ribbands, Roses, Rings, 
Gloves, Garters, Stockings, Shooes, and Strings 
Of winning Colours, that shall move 
Others to Lust, but me to Love. 
These (nay) and more, thine own shal be. 
If thou wilt love, and live with me. 

TO HIS KINSWOMAN, 
MISTRESSB SUSANNA HBRRICK 

When I consider (Dearest) thou dost stay 
But here awhile, to languish and decay ; 
Like to these Garden-glories, which here be 
The Flowrie-sweet resemblances of Thee : 
With griefe of heart, methinks, I thus doe cry, 
Wo 'd thou hadst ne'r been bom, or might'st not 
die. 
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UPON MISTRESSB SUSANNA 
SOUTHWELL HER CHEEKS 

Rare are thy cheeks Susanna, which do show 
Ripe Cherries smiling, while that others blow. 

UPON HER EYES 

Cleere are her eyes, 

Like purest Skies. 
Discovering from thence 

A Babie there 

That turns each Sphere, 
Like an Intelligence. 

UPON HER FEET 

Her pretty feet 
Like snailes did creep 
A little out, and then, 
As if they started at Bo-peep, 
Did soon draw in agen. 

TO HIS HONOURED FRIEND, 
SIR JOHN MYNTS 

For dvill, deane, and circumcised wit, 
And for the comdy carriage of it ; 
Thou art The Nan, the ondy Nan best knows, 
Narkt for the True-wit of a Million : 
From whom we '1 reckon. Wit came in, but since 
The Calculation of thy Bfrth, BniYe Nince. 
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UPON HIS GRAY HAIRBS 

Fly me not, thons^h I be gTay* 
Lady, this I know yon '1 say ; 
Better look the Roses red, 
When with white comming^led. 
Black your haires are ; mine are white ; 
This begets the more deligfht, 
When things meet most oppodte : 
As in Pictures we descry, 
Venus standing Vulcan by. 

PRIDE ALLOWABLE IN POETS 

As thou desenr'st, be proud ; then gladly let 
The Muse give thee the Delphick Coronet. 

A VOW TO MINERVA 

Goddesse, I begin an Art ; 
Come thou in, with thy best part, 
For to make the Texture lye 
Each way smooth and civilly : 
And a broad-fac't Owle shall be 
Offer'd up with Vows to Thee. 

TO DIANEMB 

Give me one kisse, 

And no more ; 
If so be, this 

Makes yon poore ; 
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To enrich you, 

lie restore 
For that ont, two 

Thousand score. 



TO JULIA, THE FLAMINICA 
DIALIS, OR QUEEN-PRIEST 

Thou know'st, my Julia, that it is thy tume 
This Mornings Incense to prepare, and bnme. 
The Chaplet, and Inarculum here be, 
With the white Vestures, all attending Thee. 
This day, the Queen-Priest, thou art made 

t' appease 
Love for our very-many Trespasses. 
One chiefe transgression is among the rest. 
Because with Flowers her Temple was not drest : 
The next, because her Altars did not shine 
With daily Fyers : The last, neglect of Wine : 
For which, her wrath is gone forth to consume 
Us all, unlesse preserv'd by thy Perfume. 
Take then thy Censer ; Put in Fire, and thnti 
O Pious-Priestesse I make a Peace for us. 
For our neglect. Love did our Death decree. 
That we escape. Redemption come» ^ Tt0O» 



ANACREONTIKB 

Bom I was to be old. 
And for to die here : 

After that, in the mould 
Long for to lye here. 
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Bat before that day comes, 

Stm I be Bousing: 
For I know, in the Tombs 

There 's no Carousing. 

MEAT WITHOUT MIRTH 

Eaten I have; and though I had good 

cheere, 
I did not sup, because no friends were 

there. 
Where Mirth and Friends are absent when we 

Dine 
Or Sop, there wants the Incense and the "Wine. 

LARGE BOUNDS DOE BUT 
BURY US 

All things o'r-rul'd are here by Chance ; 
The greatest mans Inheritance. 
Whereere the Inckie Lot doth fall, 
Serves but for place of Buriall. 



AN ODE TO SIR CLIPSEBIE CREW 

z. Here we securely live, and eate 
The Creame of meat ; 
And keep eternal fires, 
By which we sit, and doe Divine 
As Wine 
And Rage inspires. 
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2. If full we charme ; then call upon 

Anacreon 
To g^race the frantick Thyrse : 
And having drunk, we raise a shout 
Throughout 
To praise his Verse. 

3. Then cause we Horace to be read, 

"Which sung, or seyd, 
A Goblet, to the brim, 
Of Lyrick Wine, both swell'd and crown'd, 
A Round 
We quaffe to him. 

4. Thus, thus, we live, and spend the honroi 

In Wine and Flowers : 
And make the frollick yeere, 
The Month, the Week, the instant Day 
To stay 
The longer here. 

5. Come then, brave Knight, and see the Cefl 

Wherein I dwell ; 
And my Enchantments too ; 
Which Love and noble freedome is ; 
And this 
Shall fetter you. 

6. Take Horse, and come ; or be so kind, 

To send your mind 
Though but in Numbers few) 
And I shall think I have the heart, 
Or part 
Of CUpseby Crew. 
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TO HIS TOMB-MAKER 

Go I must ; when I am g^onei 
Write but this upon my Stone 
Chaste I Uv'd, without a wife, 
That 's the Stoty of my life. 
Strewings need none, every flower 
Is in this word, Batchelour. 

UPON HIMSELF BEING BURIED 

Let me sleep this tught away, 
Till the Dawning of the day : 
Then at th' opening; of mine eyes, 
I, and all the world shall rise. 

HLS CONTENT IN THE COUNTRY 

Here, here I live with what my Board, 
Can with the smallest cost afford. 
Though n'er so mean the Viands be. 
They well content my Prew and me. 
Or Pea, or Bean, or Wort, or Beet, 
Whatever comes, content makes sweet: 
Here we rejoyce, because no Rent 
We pay for our poore Tenement : 
Wherein we rest, and never feare 
The Landlord, or the Usurer. 
The Quarter-day do's ne'r afifright 
Our Peacefull slumbers in the night. 
We eate our own, and batten more. 
Because we feed on no mans score : 
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Bat pitie those, whose flanks grow 

grreat, 
Swel'd with the Lard of others meat 
Wt blesse onr Fortunes, when we see 
Our own beloved privacie : 
And like our living, where w'are known 
To very few, or else to none. 

ON HIMSELFE 

Some parts may perish; dye thou canst 

not all: 
The most of thee shall scape the funerall. 

THE FAIRIES 

If ye will with Mab find grace, 

Set each Platter in his place : 

Rake the Fier up, and get 

Water in, ere Sun be set. 

"Wash your Pailes, and dense your Dairies ; 

Sluts are loathsome to the Fairies : 

Sweep your house : Who doth not S0| 

Mab will pinch her by the toe. 

TO HIS HONOURED FRIEND, 
M. JOHN WEARE, COUNCELLOUR 

Did I or love, or could I others draw 
To the indulgence of the rugged Law : 
The first foundation of that zeale sho'd be 
By Reading all her Paragraphs in Thee. 
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^STho dost 80 fitly with the Lawes unite, 
As if Yon Two, were one Hermophrodite : 
Nor courts thon Her because she's well 

attended 
^ith wealth, but for those ends die was 

entended : 
Which were, (and still her offices are known) 
Lmw iM to give to ev'iy one tia owe. 
To shore the Feeble upj as:ainst the strong: ; 
To shield the Strang^er, and the Poore from 

wrong:: 
This was the Founders grave and good 

intent, 
To keepe the out-cast in his Tenement : 
To free the Orphan from that Volfe-like man, 
Who is his Butcher more then Guardian. 
To drye the Widowes teares ; and stop her 

Swoones, 
By pouring Balme and Oyle into her wounds. 
This was the old way; and tis yet thy 

course, 
To keep those pious Principles in force. 
JKodest I will be ; but one word He say 
(Like to a sound that 's vanishing away) 
Sooner the in-side of thy hand shall grow 
Hisped, and hairy, ere thy Palm shall know 
A Postern-bribe tooke, or a Forked-Fee 
To fetter Justice, when She might be free. 
BzM» /l0 not Mhmve: But yet, brave man, if I 
Was destined forth to golden Soveraignty : 
A Prince I 'de be, that I might Thee preferre 
To be my Counsell both, and Chanceller. 
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THE WATCH 

Nan is a ^atcfa, wonnd up at first, but never 
"Wound up again : Once down, He 's down for 

ever. 
The Watch once downe, all motions then do 

cease; 
And Plan's Pulse stopt, All Passions sleep in 

Peace. 

UPON HIS KINSWOMAN, MISTRESSB 
BRIDGET HERRICK 

Sweet Bridget blusht, & therewithaU 
Fresh blossoms from her cheekes did fall, 
I thought at first 'twas but a dream, 
Till after I had handled them ; 
And smelt them, then they smelt to me» 
As blossomes of the Almond tree. 

UPON LOVE 

X. I plaid with Love, as with the fire 
The wanton SatyTe did ; 
Nor did I know, or co'd descry 
What under there was hid. 

2. That Satjrre he but burnt his lips ; 

(But min[e]'s the greater smart) 
For kissing Loves dissembling chips, 
The fire scortcht my heart. 
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UPON A COMELY, AND CURIOUS 
MAIDE 

If men can say that beanty dyes ; 
Marbles will sweare that here it lyes. 
If Reader then thou canst forbeare, 
In publique loss to shed a Teare : 
The Dew of s:rlefe upon this stone 
Will tell thee Pitie thou hast none. 

UPON ELECTRA'S TEARES 

Upon her cheekes she wept, and from those 

showers 
Sprang up a sweet Nativity of Flowres. 

A HYMNE TO THE GRACES 

"When I love, (as some have told. 
Love I shall when I am old) 
O ye Graces I Make me fit 
For the welcoming of it. 
Clean my Roomes, as Temples be, 
T' entertain that Deity. 
Give me words wherewith to wooe. 
Suppling and successefull too : 
'Winning' postures ; and withall, 
Manners each way musicall : 
Sweetnesse to allay my sowre 
And unsmooth behaviour. 
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For I know you have the skill 
Vines to prime, thong^h not to kUl, 
And of any wood ye see, 
Yon can make a Merciiry. 

TO SILVIA 

No more my Silvia, do I mean to pray 

For those good dayes that ne'r wiU come awaj. 

I want beliefe : O s^entle Silvia, be 

The patient Saint, and send np vowes for me. 

THE POET HATH LOST HIS PIPR 

I cannot pipe as I was wont to do. 
Broke is my Reed, hoarse is my singing^ too : 
riy wearied Oat He hang upon the Tree, 
And give it to the Silvan Deitie. 

TRUE FRIENDSHIP 

"W^ilt thou my true Friend be? 
Then love not mine, but me. 

THb APPARITION OF HIS MISTRBSSB 
CALLING HIM TO ELIZIUM. DBSUNT 
NONNULLA 

Come then, and like two Doves with silv'rie 

wings, 
Let our soules flie to th shades, wheie ev«r 

springs 
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Sit smOiiig in the Meads ; where Bahne and Oile, 
Roses and Cassia crown the untiU'd soyle. 
Where no disease raignes, or infection comes 
To blast the Aire, but Amber-gjeece and Gums. 
This, that, and ev'ry Thicket doth transpire 
More sweet, then Storax from the hallowed fire : 
Where tv*ry tree a wealthy issue beares 
Of fragfrant Apples, blushing^ Plums, or Peares : 
And all the shrubs, with sparkling: spang^les, 

shew 
Like Morning:-Sun-shine tinsilling: the dew. 
Here in green Meddowes sits etemall May, 
Pnrfling the Margents, while perpetuall Day 
So double gilds the Aire, so that no night 
Can ever rust th' Enamel of the light. 
Here, naked Younglings, handsome Striplings 

run 
Their Goales for Virgins' kisses; which when 

done. 
Then unto Dancing forth the leamM Round 
Commixt they meet, with endlesse Roses 

crown'd. 
And here we '1 sit on Primrose-banks, and see 
Love's Chorus led by Cupid ; and we 1 be 
Two loving followers too unto the Grove, 
Where Poets sing the stories of our love. 
There thou shalt here Divine Musseus sing 
Of Hero, and Leander ; then He bring 
Thee to the Stand, where hooour'd Homer reades 
His Odisees, and his high Iliades. 
About whose Throne the crowd of Poets throng 
To heare the incantation of his toti^<^\ 
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To Linns, then to Pindar ; and that done, 

He bring thee Herrick to Anacreon, 

Quaffing his fuU-crown'd bowies of burning 

Wine, 
And in his Raptures speaking Lines of Thine, 
Like to His subject ; and as his Frantick- 
Looks, shew him truly Bacchanalian like, 
Besmear'd with Grapes ; welcome he shall thee 

thither. 
Where both may rage, both drink and dance 

together. 
Then stately VirgU, witty Ovid, by 
Whom faire Corinna sits, and doth comply 
With Yvorie wrists, his Lanreat head, and 

steeps 
His eye in dew of kisses, while he sleeps. 
Then soft Catullus, sharp-fang'd Martial, 
And towring Lucan, Horace, Juvenal, 
And Snakie Perseus, these, and those, whom 

Rage 
(Dropt from the jarres of heaven) fill'd t* engage 
All times unto their frenzies ; Thou shalt there 
Behold them in a spacious Theater. 
Among which glories, (crown'd with sacred 

Bayes, 
And flatt'ring Ivie) Two recite their Plaies, 
Beaumont and Fletcher, Swans, to whom all 

eares 
Listen, while they (like Syrens in their Spheres) 
Sing their Evadne ; and still more for thee 
There yet remaines to know, then thou can'st 

see 
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By s^Um'rins: of a fande : Doe but come, 
And there He shew thee that capacious roome 
In which thy Father Johnson now is plac't, 
As In a Globe of Radiant fire, and grac't 
To be in that Orbe crown'd (that doth include 
Those Prophets of the former Ma^fnitude) 
And he one chiefe; But harke, I heare the 

Cock, 
(The Bell-man of the nig^ht) proclaime the clock 
Of late struck one ; and now I see the prime 
Of Day break from the preg^nant East, 'tis time 
I vanish ; more I had to say ; 
But nis^ht determines here. Away. 

LOVB IS THE BODIES LIGHT 

Life is the Bodie's light ; which once declining: 
Those crimson clouds i' th' cheeks & lips leave 

shining. 
Those counter-changed Tabbies in the ayre, 
(The Sun once set) all of one colour are. 
So, when Death comes. Fresh tinctures lose 

their place, 
And dismall Darknesse then doth smutch the 

face. 

LIFE LIGHTLY PLEASED 

Let faire or foule my Nistresse be, 
Or low, or tall, she pleaseth me : 
Or let her walk, or stand, or sit, 
The posture hers, I *m pleas'd with it. 
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Or let her to]ig:ne be still, or stir, 
Graceftill is ev'ry thing; from her. 
Or let her Grant, or else Deny, 
My LoYt will fit each HIatoHe, 

THE PRIMROSE 

1. Aske me why I send you here 
This sweet Intaata of the yeere ? 

Aske me why I send to yon 
This Primrose, thus bepearl'd with dew ? 

I will whisper to your eares, 
The sweets of Love are mixt with tears. 

2. Ask me why this flower do's show 
So yellow-green, and sickly too ? 

Ask me why the stalk is weak 
And bending (yet it doth not break ?) 

I will answer, These discover 
What fainting hopes are in a Lover. 

A FROLLICK 

Bring me my Rose-buds, Drawer come i 
So, while I thus sit crown'd ; 

He drink the aged Cecubun^ 

Until! the roofe tume round. 

CHANGE COMMON TO ALL 

All things subjected are to Fate ; 
"Whom this Nome sees most fortunate^ 
The Ev'ning sees in poore estate. 
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TO JULIA 

The SainU-bell calls ; and Julia, I must read 
The Proper Lessons for the Saints now dead : 
To s^race which Service, Julia, there shall be 
One H0I7 Collect, said or sung: for Thee. 
Dead when thon art, Deare Julia, thou shalt have 
A Trentall sang by Virgins o're thy Grave : 
Meanetime we two will sing the Dirge of these ; 
"Who dead, deserve our best remembrances. 

NO LUCK IN LOVE 

I. I doe love I know not what ; 
Sometimes this, & sometimes that : 
All conditions I aime at. 

a. But, as lucklesse, I have yet 
Many shrewd disasters met, 
To gaine her whom I wo'd get. 

3. Therefore now He love no more. 
As I 've doted heretofore : 
He who must be, shall be poore. 

THE HEAD-AKE 

L My head doth ake, 
O Sappho 1 take 

ThyfiUit, 
And bind the paine ; 
Or bring some bane 
TokiUit. 
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2. But lesse that party 
Then my poore heart, 

Now is sick : 
One kisse from thee 
"W^ill cowisell be, 

And Physick. 

ON HIMSBLPB 

Live by thy Nuse thou shalt ; when others die, 
Leaving no Fame to long Posterity : 
When Nonarchies trans-shifted are, and gone ; 
Here shall endure thy vast Dominion. 

UPON A MAIDB 

Hence a blessed soule is fled. 
Leaving here the body dead : 
"Which (since here they can't combine) 
For the Saint, we '1 keep the Shrine. 

UPON THE TROUBLESOME 
TIMES 

X. O! Times most bad, 

Without the scope 
Of hope 
Of better to be had! 

2. Where shall I goe. 

Or whither run 
To shun 
This publique overthrow ? 
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3* No places are 

(This I am snre) 
Secure 
In this our wasting "Varre. 

4. Some storms w'ave past ; 

Yet we must all 
Down fall, 
And perish at the last. 

PAINES WITHOUT PROFIT 

A long-life's-day I Ve taken paines 
For very little, or no graines : 
The Ev'ning^'s come ; here now He stop, 
And work no more ; but shut up Shop. 

TO HIS BOOKB 

Be bold, my Booke, nor be abasht, or feare 
The cutting Thumb-nalle, or the Brow severe. 
But by the Nuses sweare, all here is good. 
If but well read ; or 111 read, understood. 

HIS PRAYER TO BEN JOHNSON 

z. When I a Verse shall make. 
Know I have praid thee, 
For old Religion's sake, 
Saint Ben to aide me. 

a. Make the way smooth for me, 
When I, thy Herrick, 
Honouring thee, on my knee 
Offer my Lyrick. 
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S Candles lie giYt to thee, 
And a new Altar ; 
And thou Saint Ben, shalt be 
Writ in my Psalter. 



OF LOVE 

He get me hence, 

Because no fence, 
Or Fort that I can make here ; 

But Love by charmes, 

Or else by Armes 
Will stonne, or starving take here. 

TO HIS MUSE 

Go wooe young Charles no more to looke, 
Then but to read this in my Booke : 
How Herrick beggs, that if he can- 
Not like the Muse ; to love the man, 
Who by the Shepheards, sung (long since) 
The Starre-led-birth of Charles the Prince. 

THE BAD SEASON MAKES THE 
POET SAD 

Dull to my selfe, and almost dead to these 
My many fresh and fragrant Mistresses : 
Lost to all Mnsick now ; since every thing 
Puts on the semblance here of sorrowing. 
Sick is the Land to th' heart ; and doth endure 
More dangerous faintings by her desp'rate core. 
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But if that golden Age wo'd come ag;ai]i, 
And Charles here Rule, as he before did Raign ; 
If smooth and miperplext the Seasons were. 
As when the Sweet Maria lived here : 
I sho'd delight to have my Cn'les halfe drown'd 
In Tyrian Dewes, and Head with Roses crown'd. 
And once more yet (ere I am laid oat dead) 
Knock mt a Stam with my exalted Head. 

TO VULCAN 

Thy sooty Godhead, I desire 
Stm to be ready with thy fire : 
That sho'd my Booke despised be, 
Acceptance it might find of thee. 

PURPOSES 

No wrath of NeOi or rage of Seas 
Can shake a Jnst man's purposes : 
No threats of Tyrants, or the Grim 
Visage of them can alter him ; 
But what he doth at first entend, 
That he holds firmly to the end. 

THE NIGHT-PIECE, TO JULIA 

X. Her Eyes the Glow-worme lende thee, 
The Shooting Starres attend thee ; 
And the Elves also, 
"V^hose little eyes glow 
Like the sparks of fire, befriend thee. 
N 193 



ROBERT HBRRICK 

2. No'W^iU-o'-th'-^ispeiiiis-Ui^ttliee; 
Nor Snake, or Slow-worme bite thee: 

But on, on thy way 
Not making: a stay, 
Since Ghost ther 's none to affi^ht thee. 

3. Let not the darke thee comber ; 
What though the Noon do's slnmber? 

The Starres of the nig:ht 
Will lend thee their Ught, 
Like Tapers cleare without number. 

4. Then Julia let me wooe thee* 
Thus, thus to come unto me : 

And when I shall meet 
Thy silv'ry feet. 
My soule I le poure into thee. 

TO SIR CLIPSEBY CREW 

1. Give me wine, and give me meate, 
To create in me a heate. 

That my pulses high may beate. 

2. Cold and hunger never yet 
Co'd a noble Verse beget ; 

But your Boules with Sack repleat. 

3. Give me these (my Knight) and try 
In a Minutes space how I 

Can runne mad, and Prophesie. 

4. Then if any Peece proves new, 
And rare, He say (my dearest Crew) 
It was full enspir'd by yon. 
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GLORIE 



I make no haste to have my Numbers read : 
Seldom^ comtM Oioiie till a maa be desd. 



TO HIS VERSES 

"Wliat will ye (my poor Orphans) do 

"Wlien I must leave the "World (and you) 

'Who 1 give ye then a sheltring shed, 

Or credit ye, when I am dead ? 

Who '1 let ye by their fire sit ? 

Although ye have a stock of wit, 

Akeady coin'd to pay for it. 

I cannot tell ; unlesse there be 

Some Race of old humanitie 

Left (of the large heart, and long hand) 

Alive, as Noble Westmorland ; 

Or gallant Newark, which brave two 

May fost'ring fathers be to you. 

If not ; expect to be no less 

111 us'd, then Babes left fatherless. 



HIS CHARGE TO JULIA AT 
HIS DEATH 

Dearest of thousands, now the time drawes 

neere. 
That with my Lines, my Life must full-stop here. 
Cut off thy haires ; and let thy Teares be shed 
Dver my Turfe, when I am buried. 
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Then for effusioiis, let none wanting be, 

Or other Rites that doe belong: to me ; 

Aa Love shall helpe thee, when thou do'st go 

hence. 
Unto thy everlasting: residence. 

THE COBLERS CATCH 

Come sit we by the fires side ; 

And roundly drinke we here ; 
Till that we see our cheekes Ale-dy'd 

And noses tann'd with Beere. 



TO HIS LOVELY MISTRESSES 

One nigfht i'th'yeare, my dearest Beauties, come 
And bring those dew-drink-offerings to my 

Tomb. 
Whea thence ye see my reverend Ghost to rise. 
And there to lick th' effusM sacrifice : 
Though paleness be the Livery that I weare, 
Looke ye not wan, or colourlesse for feare. 
Trust me, I wiU not hurt ye ; or once shew 
The least grim looke, or cast a frown on you : 
Nor shall the Tapers when I 'm there, bum blew. 
This I may do (perhaps) as I glide by, 
Cast on my Girles a glance, and loving eye : 
Or fold mine armes and sigh, because I 've lost 
The world so soon, and in it, you the most. 
Then these, no feares more on your Fancies HeJI, 
Though then I smile, and speake no words 

ataU. 
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UPON LOVE 

I. A Christall Violl Cupid broug:ht, 
"^hich had a juice in it : 
Of which who drank, he said no thought 
Of Love he sho'd admit. 

a. I g:reed7 of the prize, did drinke, 
And emptied soon the glasse ; 
Which burnt me so, that I do thinke 
The fire of hell it was. 

3. Give me my earthen Cups again, 

The Christall I contemne ; 
Which, though enchas'd with Pearls, contain 
A deadly draught in them. 

4. And thou, O Cupid 1 come not to 

Ny Threshold, since I see, 
For all I have, or else can do, 
Thou still wilt cozen me. 

AN END DECREED 

Let 's be jocund while we may ; 
All things have an ending day : 
And when once the Work is done ; 
Fat0M rtvolve no Flax tb'ave spaa, 

UPON A CHILD 

Here a pretty Baby lies 
Sung asleep with Lullabies : 
Pray be silent, and not stirre 
Th' easie earth that co^tx%>akfix« 
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FAREWELL FROST, OR WELCOl 
THE SPRING 

Fled are the Frosts, and now the Fields ij 
Re-cloth'd in fresh and Ferdant Diaper. 
Thaw'd are the snowes, and now the histy J 
Gires to each Mead a neat enamriing. 
The Palms put forth their Gemmes, and 

Tree 
Now swaggers in her Leavy gallantry. 
The while the Danlian Minstrell sweetly i 
'W^ith warbling Notes, her Tyrrean snfferii 
What gentle Winds persjure ? As if here 
Never had been the Northern Plunderer 
To strip the Trees, and Fields, to their dia 
Leaving them to a pittied nakednesse. 
And look how when a frantick StoniK 

tear 
A stubborn Oake, or r Holme (long gi 

there) 
But lul'd to calmnesse, then succeeds a br< 
That scarcely stirs the nodding leaves of 1 
So when this War (which tempest-lik 

spoil 
Our salt, our Com, our Honie, Wine, and 
Falls to a temper, and doth mildly cast 
His inconsiderate Frenzie oir(at last) 
The gentle Dove may, vrhtn these ti 

cease, 
Bring in her Bill, once more, the Bra 

Peace. 
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THE HAG 



The Hag: is astride, 

This night for to ride ; 
The Devill and shee togfether : 

Through thick, and through thin, 

Now out, and then in. 
Though ne'r so foule be the weather. 

A Thorn or a Burr 

She takes for a Spurre : 
"Vith a lash of a Bramble she rides 
now, 

Through Brakes and through Bryars, 

O're Ditches and Nires, 
She foUowes the Sphrit that guides now. 

No Beast, for his food, 

Dares now range the wood ; 
But husht in his laire he lies lurking : 

While mischiefs, by these, 

On Land and on Seas, 
At noone of Night are a-working. 

The storme will arise, 

And trouble the skies ; 
This night, and more for the wonder, 

The ghost from the Tomb 

Affrighted shall come, 
Cal'd out by the clap of the Thunder. 
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UPON AN OLD MAN A 
RESIDENCIARIB 

Tread Sirs, as Hgfhtly as ye can 
Upon the g^rave of this old man. 
Twice fortie (bating but one year, 
And thrice three weeks) he lived here. 
Whom gentle fait translated hence 
To a more happy Residence. 
Yet, Reader, let me tell thee this 
(Which from his ghost a promise is) 
If here ye will some few teares shed. 
He '1 never haunt ye now he 's dead. 

UPON TEARES 

Teares, though th' are here below the sinners 

brine, 
Above they are Angels spiced wine. 

THE PRIMITIA TO PARENTS 

Our Household-gods our Parents be ; 
And manners good requires, that we 
The first-Fruits give to them, who gave 
Us hands to get what here we have. 

UPON LUCIE. EPIG. 

Sound Teeth has Lucie, pure as Pearl, and small, 
With mellow Lips, and luscious there withalL 
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TO SILVIA 

I am holy, while I stand 
Circum-crost by thy pure hand : 
But when that is g^one ; Again, 
I, as others, am Prophane. 



TO HIS CLOSET-GODS 

"^OThen I got Hence, ye Closet-Gods, I feare 
Never ag^aine to have ingression here : 
?37here I have had, what ever things co 'd be 
Pleasant, and precious to my Muse and me. 
Besides rare sweets, I had a Book which 

none 
Co 'd read the Intezt but my selfe alone. 
About the Cover of this Book there went 
A curious-comely clean Compartlement : 
And, in the midst, to grace it more, was set 
A blushing-pretty-peeping Rubelet : 
But now 'tis clos'd ; and being shut, & seal'd, 
Be it, O be it, never more reveal'd ! 
Keep here still, Closet-Gods, 'fore whom I 've set 
Oblations oft, of sweetest Marmelet. 

A BACCHANALIAN VERSE 

z. Fill me a mighty Bowie 
Up to the brim : 
That I may drink 
Unto my Jonson's sonle. 
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2. Crowne it agen agfen ; 

And thrice repeat 
That happy heat ; 
To drink to Thee my Ben. 

3. Well I can quaffe, I see, 

To th' number five, 

Or nine ; but thrive 

In frenzie ne'r like thee. 



TO YOUTH 

Drink Wine, and live here bUthefuIl, while ye 

may: 
Tbe morrowe's life too Ute la, Live io'day. 



A HYMNB TO THE MUSES 

O I you the Virg^ins nine I 
That doe our sonles encline 
To noble Discipline I 
Nod to this vow of mine : 
Come then, and now enspire 
My viol! and my lyre 
With your etemall fire : 
And make me one entire 
Composer in your Quire. 
Then I 'le your Altars strew 
With Roses sweet and new ; 
And ever live a true 
Acknowieds:er of you. 
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ON HIMSELFB 

lie sing' no more, nor will I longer write 
Of that sweet Lady, or that gallant Knight : 
lie sing no more of Frosts, Snowes, Dews and 

Shoivers ; 
No more of Groves, Neades, Springs, and 

wreaths of Flowers : 
lie write no more, nor will I tell or sing 
Of Cupid, and his wittie coozning : 
lie sing no more of death, or shall the grave 
No more my Dirges, and my Trentalls have. 

TO MOMUS 

"^ho read'st this Book that I have writ. 
And can'st not mend, but carpe at it : 
By all the muses I thou shalt be 
Anathema to it, and me. 

THE COUNTRY LIFE, TO THE HONOURED 
M. END. PORTER, GROOMS OF THE 
BED-CHAMBER TO HIS MAJ. 

Sweet Country life, to such unknown, 
"Vliose lives are others', not theh: own ! 
But serving Courts, and Cities, be 
Less happy, less enjojring thee. 
Thou never Plow'st the Ocean's foame 
To seek, and bring rough Pepper home : 
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Nor to the Eastern Ind dost rove 
To bring: from thence the scorched Clon 
Nor, with the losse of thy lov'd rest, 
Bring^'st home the Ins:ot from the West 
No, thy Ambition's Master-^ece 
Flies no thong^ht hig^her then a fleece : 
Or how to pay thy Hinds, and deere 
All scores ; and so to end the yeere : 
But walk'st about thine own dear bomid 
Not envyingf others larg;er grounds: 
For well thou know'st 'Hm ttot if extern 
Of Land makea IHe, but twtt coat^mt^ 
When now the Cock (the Plow-man's H 
Calls forth the liUy-wxisted Nome ; 
Then to thy corn-fields thou dost goe, 
Which though well soyl'd, yet thoa 

know, 
That the best compost for the Lands 
Is the wise Nasters Feet, and Hands. 
There at the Plough thou find'st thy Te« 
With a Hind whistling there to them : 
And cheer'st them up, by singing how 
The Kingdoms portion is the Plow. 
This done, then to th' enameld Meads 
Thou go'st, and as thy foot there treads^ 
Thou seest a present God-like Power 
Imprinted in each Herbe and Flower: 
And smell'st the breath of great-ey'd Kin 
Sweet as the blossomes of the Vine. 
Here thou behold'st thy large sleek Neil 
Unto the Dew-laps up in meat : 
And, MB thou iook'st, the wanton Steere, 
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The Heifer, Cow, aad Oze draw neere 
To make a pleasing: pastime there. 
These seen, thou g:c'st to view thy flocks 
Of sheep, (safe from the Wolfe and Fox) 
And find'st their bellies there as fuU 
Of short sweet gfrasse, as backs with wooL 
And leav'st them (as they feed and fill) 
A Shepherd piping: on a hill. 
For Sports, for Pagentrie, and Playes, 
Thou hast thy Eves, and Holydayes : 
On which the jovtng men and maids meet. 
To exercise their dancing feet : 
Tripping the comely country Round, 
"With Daffadils and Daisies crown'd. 
Thy "Wakes, thy Quintels, here thou hast, 
Thy nay-poles too with Garlands grac't: 
Thy Morris-dance ; thy Whitsun-ale ; 
Thy Sheering-feast, which never faile. 
Thy Harvest home ; thy Wassaile bowle> 
That 's tost up after Fox i' th' Hole. 
Thy Mummeries ; thy Twelfe-tide Kings 
Aad Queenes ; thy Christmas revellings : 
Thy Nut-browne mirth ; thy Russet wit ; 
And no man payes too deare for it. 
To these, thou hast thy times to goe 
And trace the Hare i' th' trecherous Snow : 
Thy witty wiles to draw, and get 
The Larke into the Trammell net : 
Thou hast thy Cockrood, and thy Glade 
To take the precious Phesant made : 
Thy Lime-twigs, Snares, and Pit-falls then 
To catch the pilfring Birds, not Men. 
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O happy life 1 if that thdr gfood 
The Hasbandmen bnt nnderstood 1 
Who all the day themselves doe please, 
And YovmgMgs, with snch sports as these. 
And, lyings down, have noug^ht t' affright 
Sweet sleep, that makes more short the nifflit. 
Cmtera deaunt 



TO ELECTRA 

z. I dare not ask a kisse ; 
I dare not beg: ^ smile ; 
Lest having that, or this, 
I might grow proud the while. 

2. No, no, the utmost share 
Of my deshre, shall be 
Onely to kisse that Ake, 
That lately kissed thee. 

TO HIS WORTHY FRIEND, 
M. ARTHUR BARTLY 

When after many Lusters thou shalt be 
Wrapt up in Seare-doth with thine Ancestrie : 
When of thy ragg'd Escutcheons shall be 

seene 
So little left, as if they ne*r had been : 
Thou shalt thy Name have, and thy Fames best 

trust. 
Here with the Generation of my Just. 
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THB ROSEMARIE BRANCH 

Grow for two ends, it matters not at all, 
Be' t for my Bridall, or my Buriall. 

A PARANATICALL, OR ADVISIVE VERSE 
TO HIS FRIEND, M. JOHN WICKS 

Is this a life, to break thy sleep ? 
To rise as soon as day doth peep ? 
To tire thy patient Oxe or Asse 
By noone, and let thy good dayes passe, 
Not knowing: This, that Jove decrees 
Some mirth, t' adulce mans miseries? 
No ; tis a life, to have thine oyle, 
Without extortion, from thy soyle : 
Thy faithf uU fields to yeeld thee Graine, 
Althongh with some, yet little paine : 
To have thy mind, and nuptiall bed, 
With feares, and cares uncumberid : 
A pleasing: Wife, that by thy side 
Lies softly panting: like a Bride. 
This is to live, and to endeere 
Those minutM, Time has lent us here. 
Then, while Fates suffer, live thou free, 
(As is that ayre that circles thee) 
And crown thy temples too, and let 
Thy servant, not thy own self, sweat, 
To strut thy bames with sheafs of Wheat. 
Time steals away like to a stream. 
And we £:ltde hence away with them. 
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No Mouad rtcalla the botirtM omce tied. 
Or Roue; being witter^: 

Nor us (my Friend) when we are lost, 
Like to a Deaw, or melted Frost. 
Then live we mirthfull, while we ahonli 
And turn the iron Age to Gold. 
Let 's feast, and frolick, sing^, and play, 
And thus lesse last, then live our Day. 
Whoae Ute with care Im overcaat. 
That man 'a not eald to live, but laat: 
Nor Im 't a Ute, seven yearea to tell. 
But tor to live tbat bait aeven well: 
And that wee 1 do ; as men, who kno¥ 
Some few sands spent, we hence must 
Both to be blended in the Urn, 
From whence there 's never a return. 



TO M. DBNHAM, ON HIS 
PROSPECTIVE POEM 

Or lookt I back unto the Times hen( 

flown 
To praise those Nuses, and dislike our own 
Or did I walk those Pean-Gardens throng^h, 
To kick the Flow'rs, and scorn their od< 

too? 
I might (and justly) be reputed (here) 
One nicely mad, or peevishly severe. 
But by Apollo 1 as I worship wit, 
(Where I have cause to bum perfumes to it : 
So, I confesse, 'tis somewhat to do well 
la our high art, although we can't ezcell. 
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Like thee ; or dare the Buskins to unloose 
Of thy brave, bold, and sweet Maronian 

Nuse. 
But since I 'm cal'd (rare Denham) to be gone, 
Take from thy Herrick this conclusion : 
*Tis dignity in others, if they be 
Crown'd Poets ; yet live Princes under thee : 
The while their wreaths and Purple Robes do 

shine, 
I^ess by their own jemms, then those beams of 

thine. 

A HYMNB, TO THB LARBS 

It was, and still my care is. 

To worship ye, the Lares, 

'With crowns of greenest Parsley, 

And Garlic chives not scarcely : 

For favours here to warme me. 

And not by fire to harme me. 

For gladding so my hearth here, 

"Vith inoffensive mirth here ; 

That while the "Vassaile Bowie here 

"With North-down Ale doth tronle here, 

No sillable doth faU here. 

To marre the mirth at all here. 

For which, 6 Chimney-keepers I 

(I dare not call ye Sweepers) 

So long as I am able 

To keep a countrey-table, 

Great be my fare, or small cheere, 

I le eat and drink up all here. 
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TO FORTUNE 

Tumble me down, and I will sit 

Upon my mines (smiling: ]ret:) 

Teare me to tatters ; yet I le be 

Patient in my necessitie. 

Langfa at my scraps of doaths, and rinn 

Me, as a fear'd infection : 

Yet scarre-crow-like I le walk, as one. 

Neglecting: thy derision. 

UPON HIS VERSES 

'What off-spring other men have got, 
The how, where, when, I question not 
These are the Children I have left ; 
Adopted some ; none got by theft. 
But aU are toucht (like lawfuU plate) 
And no Verse illegitimate. 

TO DIANEME. A CEREMONIE I 
GLOCESTER 

He to thee a Simnell bring, 
'Gainst thou go'st a mothering ; 
So that, when she blesseth thee, 
Half that blessing thou 'It give me. 

TO THE KING 

Give way, give way, now, now my Charles i 

here, 
A Publike Light (in this immensive Sphen 
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Some starres were fixt before; but these «re 

■diflii 
Compar'd (in this my ample Orbe) to Him. 
Draw In your feeble fiers, while that He 
Appeares but in His Meaner Plajestle. 
Where, If such srlory flashes from His Name, 
Which is His Shade, who can abide His 

Flame! 
PHttceM, mad Bucb Uke PabiikB Ugbta ma thmmm, 
Muai not be lookt on, but mt dittmaema : 
For, It we gmaa oa Tbeaa brmva Lmmpa too amor. 
Our tyaa tbay'ibUad, or U not bUnd, tbay'l bUer. 

THE PUNBRALL RITES OP THB 
ROSE 

The rose was sick, and smiling: di'd ; 
And (being to be sanctifi'd) 
About the Bed, there sigrhing: stood 
The sweet, and flowrie Sisterhood. 
Some hung: the head, while some did bring: 
(To wash her) water from the Spring;. 
Some laid her forth, while others wept, 
But all a solemne Fast there kept. 
The holy Sisters some among: 
The sacred Dirg:e and Trentall sung:. 
But ah I what sweets smelt every where, 
As Heaven had spent all perfumes there. 
At last, when prayers for the dead. 
And Rites were all accomplish^ ; 
They, weeping:, spread a Lawnie Loome, 
And dos'd her up, as in a Tombe. 
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THB RAINBOW: OR, CURIOUS 
COVENANT 

Mine eyes, like donds, were drizliiig 

nine, 
And as they thus did entertaine 
The gfentle Beams from Julia's sight 
To mine eyes level'd opposite : 
O Thins: adndr'd ! there did appeare 
A cnrious Rainbow smiling; there ; 
"^Thich was the Covenant, that she 
No more wo'd drown mine ejres or me. 

STOOL-BALL 

X. At Stool-ball, Lucia, let us play, 
For Sug^ar-cakes and Wine ; 
Or for a Tansie let us pay, 

The losse or thine, or mine. 

2. If thou, my Deere, a winner be 

At trundling of the BaU, 
The wager thou shalt have, and me^ 
And my misfortunes alL 

3. But if (my Sweetest) I shall get. 

Then I desire but this ; 
That likewise I may pay the Bet, 
And have for all a kisse. 
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TO SAPPHO 

Let OS now take time, and play, 
Love, and live here while we may ; 
Drink rich wine ; and make good cheere, 
While we have om: being: here : 
For, once dead, and laidi' th' grave. 
No return from thence we have. 

THE MAY-POLE 

The Nay-pole is up. 

Now give me the cup ; 
I le drink to the Garlands a-ronnd it : 

But first unto those 

"Wliose hands did compose 
The glory of flowers that crown'd it 

A health to my Girles, 

Whose husbands may Earles 
Or Lords be, (granting my wishes) 

And when that ye wed 

To the Bridall Bed, 
Then multiply all, like to Fishes. 

MEN MIND NO STATE IN SICKNESSB 

That flow of Gallants which approach 
To kisse thy hand from out the coach ; 
That fleet of Lackeyes, which do nm 
Before thy swift Postilion : 
Those strong-hoof d Mules, which we behold, 
Rein'd in with Purple, Pearl, asil %5^^i^^ 
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And shod with silver, prove to be 
The drawers of the azeltree. 
Thy Wife, thy Children, and the state 
Of Persian Loomes, and antique Plate : 
AU these, and more, shall then aflford 
No joy to thee their sickly Lord. 

ADVERSITY 

Adversity hurts none, but onely such 

Whom whitest Fortune dandled has too much. 

LOVE PALPABLE 

I prest my Julia's lips, and in the klsse 
Her Soule and Love were palpable in this. 

NO ACTION HARD TO AFFECTION 

Nothing; hard, or harsh can prove 
Unto those that truly love. 

THE BRACELET OF PEARLE : TO SILVIA 

I brake thy Bracelet 'g^ainst my will ; 

And, wretched, I did see 
Thee discomposed then, and still 

Art discontent with me. 

One Jemme was lost ; and I will get 

A richer pearle for thee. 
Then ever, deerest Silvia, yet 

Was drunk to Antonie. 
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Or, for revengre, I le tell thee what 

Thon for the breach shalt do ; 
Ffartt, crack the strings, and after that, 

Cleave thon my heart in two. 

HOW ROSES CAME RED 

lis said, as Cnpid danc't among: 
The Gods, he down the Nectar flung ; 
"^OHiich, on the white Rose being shed, 
Made it for ever after red. 

TBARES, AND LAUGHTER 

Knew'st thon, one moneth wo'd take thy life 

away, 
Thon'dst weep ; bat laugh, sho'd it not last a 

day. 

HIS RETURNS TO LONDON 

Prom the dull confines of the drooping West, 
To see the day spring from the pregnant East, 
Ravisht in spirit, I come, nay more, I flie 
To thee, best place of my Nativitie I 
Thus, thus with hallowed foot I touch the 

ground, 
WiXtk thousand blessings by thy Fortune crown'd. 
O frnitfttll Genius ! that bestowest here 
An everlasting plenty, yeere by yeere. 
O Place ! O People ! Manners I framed to please 
All Nations, Customes, Kindreds, Languages t 
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I am a free-born Roman ; suffer then, 

That I amongst yon live a Citizen. 

London my home is : thoug^h by hard £ate sent 

Into a long: and irksome banishment ; 

Yet since cal'd back ; henceforward let me be* 

native countrey, repossest by thee 1 
For, rather then I le to the ^est retnra, 

1 It beg of thee first here to have mine Urn. 
Weak I am grown, and must in short time fall ; 
Give thott my sacred Reliques Buriall. 

NOT EVERT DAY FIT FOR VERSB 

'Tis not ev*ry day, that I 
Fitted am to prophesie : 
No, but when the Spirit fils 
The fantastick Pannicles: 
Full of fier ; then I write 
As the Godhead doth indite. 
Thus inrag'd, my lines are hurl'd, 
Like the Sybell's, through the world. 
Look how next the holy fier 
Either slakes, or doth retire ; 
So the Fancie cooles, till when 
That brave Spirit comes agen. 

A BBUCOLICK, OR DISCOURSE OF 

NEATHERDS 

z. Come blithefuU Neatherds, let us lay 

A wager, who the best shall play, 

Of thee, or I, the Roundelay, 

That fits the businesse of the Day. 
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Cbor. And Lallage the Judg^e shall be, 
To give the price to thee, or me. 

2. Content, begin, and I will bet 
A Heiler smooth, and black as jet. 
In every part alike compleat. 
And wanton as a Kid as yet. 

Cbor. And Lallage (with cow-like eyes) 
Shall be Disposeresse of the prize. 

z. Against thy Heifer, I will here 
Lay to thy stake a lustie Steere, 
"^ith gilded homes, and bnmisht deere. 

Cbor, Why then begin, and let us heare 

The soft, the sweet, the mellow note 
That gently purles from eithers Oat. 

2. The stakes are laid : let 's now apply 
Each one to make his melody: 

Lai, The equal Umpire shall be I, 

"Who 1 hear, and so judge righteously. 

Cbor. Much time is spent in prate ; begin. 
And sooner play, the sooner win. 

[HopiayoM. 

I. That's sweetly touch't, I must confesse: 
Thou art a man of worthinesse : 
But hark how I can now ezpresse 
Ity love unto my Neatherdesse. 

[Ho Mimgt. 
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Cbor, A wagtr'd note I and sound as sweet 

As Kine, when they are at milking meet 

1. Now for to win thy Heifer faire, 

I le strike thee such a nimble Ayre, 
That thou shalt say (thy selfe) 'tis rare; 
And title me without compare. 

Cbor. Lay by a while your Pipes, and rest. 
Since both have here deservM best 

2. To gtt thy Steerling^, once again, 
I le play thee such another strain ; 
That thou shalt swear, my Pipe do's 

raigne 
Over thine Oat, as Soveraigne. 

[HtaiJigg. 

Cbor. And Lallage shall tell by this, 

Whose now the prize and wager is. 

I. Give me the prize : 2. The day is mine: 
I. Not so ; my Pipe has silenc't thine : 
And had'st thou wager'd twenty Kine, 
They were mine own. Lmi. In love 
combine. 

Cbor. And lay we down our pipes togetheti 
As wearie, not o'recome by either. 

PROOF TO NO PURPOSE 

You see this gentle streame, that glides, 
Shov'd on, by quick-succeeding Tides : 
Trie if this sober streame you can 
Follow in th' vnld^t Ocean: 
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And see, if there it keeps unspent 

la that congesting: element. 

Next, from that world of waters, then 

By poares and cayemes back agen 

ladnc't that inadultrate same 

Streame to the Spring from whence it came. 

This with a wonder when ye do, 

As easie, and els easier too : 

Then may ye recollect the graines 

Of my particular Remaines : 

After a thousand Lusters hurld, 

By ruffling winds, about the world. 

TO THE GENIUS OF HIS HOUSE 

Command the Roofe, great Genius, and from 

thence 
Into this house powre downe thy influence. 
Thai through each room a golden pipe may run 
Of living water by thy Benizon. 
Fulfill the Larders, and with strengthning bread 
Be evermore these Bynns replenished. 
Next, like a Bishop consecrate my ground. 
That luckie Fairies here may dance their Round : 
And after that, lay downe some silver pence. 
The Masters charge and care to recompence. 
Charme then thie chambers ; make the beds for 



More then for peevish pining sicknesses. 
Fix the foundation fast, and let the Roofe 
Grow old with time, but yet keepe weather- 
proof e« 
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HIS GRANGE, OR PRIVATE WEALTH 

Thoug^h Clock, 
To tell how night drawes hence, I *vt none^ 

A Cock, 
I have, to sing: how day drawes on. 

* I have 
A nudd (my Prew) by good luck sent, 

To save 
That little. Fates me grave or lent. 

A Hen 
I keep, which creeking day by day. 

Tells when 
She goes her long white tgg to lay. 

A Goose 
I have, which, with a jealous eare. 

Lets loose 
Her tongue, to tell what danger's neare. 

A Lamb 
I keep (tame) with my morsells fed, 

Whose Dam 
An Orphan left him (lately dead). 

A Cat 
I keep, that playes about my House, 

Grown fat, 
With eating many a miching riouse. 

To these 
A Trasy I do keep, whereby 

I please 
The more my rurall privacie : 

Which are 
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But toyes, to give my heart some ease : 

Where care 
None is, slight things do lightly please. 

GOOD PRECEPTS, OR COUNSELS 

In all thy need, be thou possest 
Still with a well-preparM brest : 
Nor let the shackles make thee sad ; 
Thon canst but have, what others had. 
And this for comfort thou must know, 
Times that are ill won't stiU be so. 
Clouds will not ever powre down raine ; 
A auUea day wiii deen mgalne. 
First, peales of Thunder we must heare. 
Then Lutes and Harpes shall stroke the eare» 

MONEY MAKES THE MIRTH 

When all Bh-ds els do of their musick faile, 
noney 's the stiU-sweetpsinging Nightingale. 

CHARON AND PHYLOMEL, A DIALOGUE 
SUNG 

Ph, Charon I O gentle Charon I let me wooe 
thee, 
By tears and pitie now to come unto mee. 
Cb. What voice so sweet and charming do I 
heare ? 
Say what thou art. Pt. I prithee first draw 
neare. 
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Gfe A sonncl I heare, bnt nothing: jet can 
see, 

Speak where thon art. Ph, O Charon piktie 

met 
I am a bird, and thougrh no name I tell, 
Ny warbling note will say I 'm PhylomeL 
Gfe. "Wliat 's that to me, I waft nor fidi or 
fowles, 
Nor Beasts (fond thing) bnt only humane 
soules. 
f**. Alas for me 1 Cb, Shame on thy witddng 
note, 
That made me thus hoist saile, and bring my 

Boat: 
But He retume ; what mischief brought thee 
hither? . 
Ph. A deale of Love, and much, much Griefe 

together. 
Cb. What 's thy request? Pb, That since she Is 
now beneath 
"Who fed my life, I le follow her in death. 
Cb. And is that all? I'm gone. Pb. By love I 

pray thee. 
Cb. Talk not of love, all pray, but few soules pay 

me. 
Pb. He give thee vows ft teares. Cb. Can teats 
pay skores 
For mending sailes, for patching Boat and 
Oares? 
Pb. I 'le beg a penny, or He sing so long, 

TiU thou Shalt say, I 've paid thee with a 
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7b, *Vhy then begin, and all the while we make 
Our slothfoU passage o're the Stygian Lake, 
Thou & I 'le sing to make these dull Shades 

merry, 
"^Tho els with tears wo'd doubtles drown my 

ferry. 

A TERNARIE OF LITTLES, UPON A 
PIPKIN OF JELLIE SENT TO A LADY 

z. A UtUe Saint best fits a UtUe Shrine, 
A Uttle prop best fits a UtUe Vine, 
As my small Cruse best fits my little "^ine. 

X A little Seed best fits a little Soyle, 
A Uttle Trade best fits a UtUe Toyle : 
As my smaU Jarre best fits my UtUe Oyle. 

3. A UtUe Bin best fits a UtUe Bread, 
A UtUe Garland fits a UtUe Head : 

As my smaU stufife best fits my UtUe Shed. 

4. A UtUe Hearth best fits a UtUe Fire, 
A UtUe ChappeU fits a Uttle Quire, 

As my smaU BeU best fits my UtUe Spire. 

5. A UtUe streame best fits a UtUe Boat ; 
A UtUe lead best fits a Uttle Float ; 

As my smaU Pipe best fits my UtUe note. 

6. A UtUe meat best fits a UtUe beUie, 

As sweetly. Lady, give me leave to teU ye. 
This UtUe pipkin fits this UtUe JeUie. 
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UPON THE ROSES IN JULIA'S BOSOMS 

Thrice happie Roses, so much grac't, to have 
'Within the Bosome of my Loye your gniTe. 
Die when ye will, your sepulchre is knowne, 
Yonr Grave her bosome is, the Lawne the Stone* 

MAIDS NAY'S ARE NOTHING 

Maids nay's are nothing:, they are shie 
But to desire what they denie. 

THE SMELL OP THE SACRIPICB 

The Gods require the thig^hes 
Of Beeves for sacrifice ; 
Which rosted, we the steam 
Must sacrifice to them : 
Who thous^h they do not eat, 
Yet love the smeU of meat. 



LOVERS HOW THEY COME AND PART 

A gygts lUng they beare about them still, 
To be, and not seen when and where they wHL 

They tread on clouds, and though they some- , 

times fall, J 

They fall like dew, but make no noise at all. [ 

So silently they one to th' other come, [; It 

As colours steale into the Peare or Plum, 1; 

And Aire-like, leave no pression to be seen \, Oi 
VTbere e're they met, or parting place has been. 
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IN PRAISE OF WOMEN 

O Jnpiter, sho'd I speake ill 
Of woman-kind, first die I will ; 
Since that I know, 'mong all the rest 
Of creatures, woman is the best. 



THE APRON OF FLOWERS 

To gather Flowers Sappha went, 
And homeward she did bring 

"Within her Lawnie Continent, 
The treasure of the Spring. 

She smiling blusht, and blushing smil'd. 
And sweetly blushing thus. 

She lookt as she 'd been got with child 
By young Favonins. 

Her Apron gave (as she did passe) 

An Odor more divine, 
More pleasing too, then ever was 

The lap of Proserpine. 



HE CANDOR OF JULIAS TEETH 

Thiit as Zenobia's teeth, the which the 

Girles 
If Rome did weare for their most precious 

Pearles. 
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UPON HER WEEPING 

She wept upon her cheeks, and weeping: so. 
She seem'd to quench love's fires that there did 
glow. 

ANOTHER UPON HER WEEPING 

She by the River sate, and sitting: there. 
She wept, and made it deeper by a teare. 



TO SIR JOHN BERKLEY, GOVERNOUR OF 
EXETER 

Stand forth, brave man, since fate has made thee 

here 
The Hector over Agfed Exeter ; 
Who for a long sad time has weeping stood* 
Like a poore Lady lost in Widdowhood : 
But feares not now to see her safety sold 
(As other Townes and Cities were) for gold. 
By those ignoble Births, which shame the stem 
That gave Progermination unto them : 
"Whose restlesse Ghosts shall heare their children 

sing. 
Our Sires betrald their Countrey mnd ibeirKimgi 
True, if this Citie seven times rounded was 
With rock, and seven times circumflankt with 

brasse. 
Yet if thou wert not, Berkley, lo3rall proofe. 
The Senators down tumbling with the Roofie^ 
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"Woiild into prais'd (but pitied) mines fall, 
Leaving no shew, where stood the CapitoU. 
But thou art just and itchlesse, and dost please 
Thy Genius with two strength'ning* Buttresses, 
Faith, and Affection : which will never slip 
To weaken this thy great Dictator-ship. 

TO ELECTRA. LOVE LOOKS FOR LOVE 

Love love begets ; then never be 
Unsoft to him who 's smooth to thee. 
Tygers and Beares (I Ve heard some say) 
For profer'd love will love repay : 

None are so harsh, but if they find 
Softnesse in others, will be kind ; 
Affection will affection move. 
Then you must like, because I love* 

TO PRINCE CHARLES UPON HIS 
COMING TO EXETER 

What Fate decreed. Time now ha's made us see, 
A Renovation of the West by Thee. 
That Pretematurall Fever, which did threat 
Death to our Countrey, now hath lost his heat : 
And calmes succeeding, we perceive no more 
Th' unequall Pulse to beat, as heretofore. 
Something there yet remaines for Thee to do ; 
Then reach those ends that thou wast destin'd to. 
Go on with Sylla's Fortune ; let thy Fate 
Nake Thee like Him, this, thai^«.i \qi\.\>sa^^% 
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ApoOot Imacpe tide witli Thee to blesse 
Thj l^arre (dleaeetly made) with white aaeccaw 
Wranftime thy Ptrophets 'Vatcfa bj WaJbdk ihall 

iw»y; 

While yomis: Charirn fic:iits, and tightfac^ wist 

the day. 
That done, onr amooth-pac^ Poems all ahall he 
Snn£^ in the lu^fh Doxologie of Thee. 
Then maida shall strew Thee, and thy Caries 

from them 
Receive (with Songs) a flowrie Diadem. 



A SONG 

Burne, or drowne me, choose ye whether. 

So I may bat die together : 

Thus to slay me by degrees, 

Is the height of Cmelties. 

What needs twenty stabs, when one 

Strikes me dead as any stone ? 

O shew mercy then, and be 

Kind at once to murder mee. 



THE WAKB 

Come Anthea, let us two 
Go to Feast, as others do. 
Tarts and Custards, Creams and Ca' 
Are the Junketts still at Wakes : 
Unto which the Tribes resort, 
Whert the bosinesse is the sport : 
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Norris-dancers thon shalt see, 
Marian too in Pagentrie : 
And a Nimick to devise 
Many grinning properties. 
Players there will be, and those 
Base in action as in clothes : 
Yet with strutting they will please 
The incurious Villages. 
Near the dying of the day, 
There will be a Cudgell-Play, 
Where a Coxcomb will be broke. 
Ere a good word can be spoke : 
But the anger ends all here, 
Drencht in Ale, or drown'd in Beere. 
Happy Rustlcks, best content 
'With the cheapest Merriment : 
And possesse no other feare. 
Then to want the Wake next Yeare. 

UPON HIS KINSWOMAN MRS. M. S. 

Here lies a Virgin, and as sweet 
As ere was wrapt in winding sheet. 
Her name if next you wo'd have knowne, 
The Marble speaks it Mary Stone : 
Who dying in her blooming yeares. 
This Stone, for names sake, melts to 

teares. 
If fragant Virgins yon '1 but keep 
A Fast, while Jets and Marbles weep, 
And praying, strew some Roses on hec> 
Yoa 1 do my Neice «2bim<^^uiX>b»tktsioaL« 
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A CONJURATION, TO BLBCTRA 

By those soft Tods of wooU 
"Vith which the aire is full : 
By all those Tinctures there, 
That paint the Hemisphere : 
By Dewes and drisling^ Raine, 
That swell the Golden Graine : 
By all those sweets that be 
r th' flowrie Nunnerie : 
By silent Nig^hts, and the 
Three Formes of Heccate : 
By all Aspects that blesse 
The sober Sorceresse, 
"^hile juice she straines, and pith 
To make her Philters with: 
By Time, that hastens on 
Thing^s to perfection : 
And by your self, the best 
Conjurement of the rest : 
O my Electra I be 
In love with none, but me. 



THE SPELL 

Holy Water come and bring ; 
Cast in Salt, for seasoning : 
Set the Brush for sprinkling ; 
Sacred Spittle bring ye hither; 
Meale and it now mix together ; 
And a Uttie OyV^to ^IA3Dftt\ 
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Give the Tapers here their Ught, 
Ring the Saints-Bell, to affiig:ht 
Far from hence the evill Sp'rite. 

HIS WISH TO PRIVACIE 

Give me a Cell 

To dwell, 
Where no foot hath 

A path : 
There will I spend, 

And end 
Ny wearied yeares 

In teares. 

A GOOD HUSBAND 

A Master of a house (as I have read) 
Must be the first man np, and last in bed : 
With the Sun rising he must walk his grounds ; 
See this, View that, and all the other bounds : 
Shut every gate ; mend every hedge that 's tome> 
Either with old, or plant therein new thome : 
Tread ore his gleab, but with such care, that 

where 
He sets his foot, he leaves rich compost there. 

A HYMNE TO BACCHUS 

I sing thy praise lacchus. 

Who with thy Thyrse dost thwack us : 

And yet thou so dosX \MiJcVL ^aa 
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With boldness, that we feare 
No Brutus entring; here ; 
Nor Cato the severe. 
What though the Lictors threat ns. 
We know they dare not beate us ; 
So long: &s thou dost heat ns. 
When we thy Org^ies sing:, 
Each Cobler is a King: » 
Nor dreads he any thing: : 
And thoug:h he doe not rave» 
Yet he '1 the courag:e have 
To call my Lord Maior knave ; 
Besides too, in a brave, 
Although he has no riches, 
But walks with dangling breeches. 
And skirts that want their stitches, 
And shewes his naked flitches ; 
Yet he 'le be thought or seen, 
So good as George-a-Green ; 
And calls his Blouze, his Queene ; 
And speaks in language keene : 
O Bacchus ! let us be 
From cares and troubles free ; 
And thou Shalt heare how we 
Will chant new Hymnes to thee* 

PSALME OR HYMNE TO THE GRACES 

Glory be to the Graces I 
That doe in publike places. 
Drive thence what ere encumbers 
The listning to i&y n\vDa\^«c^ 
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Hononr be to the Graces I 
Who doe with sweet embraces, 
Shew they are well contented 
With what I have invented. 

Worship be to the Graces I 
Who do from sowre faces, 
And longs that wo'd infect me 
For evermore protect me. 

AN HYMNE TO THE MUSES 

Honour to you who sit ! 
Neere to the well of wit ; 
And drink your fill of it 

Glory and worship be I 

To you, sweet Maids (thrice three) 

Who still inspire me. 

And teach me how to sing 
Unto the Lyric string, 
My measures ravishing. 

Then while I sing your praise. 
My Priest-hood crown with bayes 
Green, to the end of dayes. 

UPON JULIA'S CLOTHES 

Whenas In silks my Julia goes. 
Then, then (me thinks) how sweetly flavcA. 
That liquefaction oi\i«s Oi(]k>d&fe. 
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Next, when I cast mine eyes and see 
That brave Vibration each way free ; 
O how that gflittering: taketh me I 

UPON PREW HIS MAID 

In this little Ume is laid 
Prewdence Baldwin (once my maid) 
From whose happy spark here let 
Spring: the purple Violet. 

CEREMONIES FOR CHRISTMASSB 

Come, bring: ^^h a noise, 

Ny merrie merrie boyes, 
The Christmas Log to the firing: » 

While my g:ood Dame, she 

Bids ye all be free ; 
And drink to your hearts desiring:. 

"With the last yeere's brand 

Ligfht the new block, And 
For g:ood successe in his spending:, 

On your Psaltries play, 

That sweet luck may 
Come while the Log: ^s a-tending:. 

Drink now the strong: Beere, 

Cut the white loafe here. 
The while the meat is a-shredding: ; 

For the rare Nince-Pie 

And the Plums stand by 
To fill the Paste \haX.'« «L->Ksi^%iSSflue« 
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CHRISTMAS-BVB, ANOTHBR CEREMONIB 

Come guard this night the Christmas-Pie, 
That the Thiefe, though ne'r so slie, 
With his Flesh-hooks, don't come nie 
To catch it. 

From him, who all alone sits there, 
Having his eyes still in his eare. 
And a deale of nightly feare 
To watch it. 

ANOTHBR TO THE MAIDS 

Wash your hands, or else the fire 
Will not teend to your desire ; 
Unwasht hands, ye Maidens, know, 
Dead the Fire, though ye blow. 

ANOTHER 

Wassaile the Trees, that they may beare 
You many a Plum, and many a Peare : 
For more or less fruits they will bring, 
As you doe give them Wassailing. 

TO HIS DEARB VALENTINE, MISTRESSB 
MARGARET FALCONBRIGB 

Now is your tume (my Dearest) to be set 

A Jem in this etemall Coronet : 

Twasrich before ; but since your Name is downe, 

It sparkles now like Ariadne's Crowne. 

Blaze by this Sphere for ever : Or this doe, 

Let Ms and It thine evetmot^ V| i^^. 



ROBERT HERRICK 

TO OBNONE 

Sweet Oenone, doe but say 

Love thoa dost, thong^h Love sayea 

Nay. 
Speak me fiedre ; for Lovers be 
GenUy kiU'd by Flatterie. 

VERSES 

Who will not honour Noble Nnmbert, when 
Verses oot-live the bravest deeds of men ? 

POETRY PERPETUATES THE POET 

Here I my selfe might likewise die. 
And utterly forgotten lye, 
But that eteman Poetrie 
Repullulation gives me here 
Unto the thirtieth thousand yeere, 
When all now dead shall re-appeare. 

ORPHEUS 

Orpheus he went (as Poets tell) 

To fetch Euridice from Hell ; 

And had her ; but it was upon 

This short but strict condition : 

Backward he should not looke while he 

Led her through Hells obscuritie : 

But ah I it hapned as he made 

His passage through that dreadful! shade ; 
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Revolve he did his loving; eye ; 
(For gentle feare, or jelousie) 
And looking- back, that look did sever 
Him and Euridice for ever. 

TO SAPHO 

Sapho, I will chuse to go 
"Wliere the Northern "Winds do blow 
Endlesse Ice, and endlesse Snow : 
Rather then I once wo'd see, 
But a Winters face in thee, 
To benumme my hopes and me. 

TO HIS FAITHFULL FRIEND, MASTER JOHN 
CROFTS, CUP- BEARER TO THE KING 

For all thy many courtesies to me, 
Nothing I have (my Crofts) to send to Thee 
For the requitall ; save this only one 
Halfe of my just remuneration. 
For since I 've travail'd all this Realm throughout 
To seeke, and find some few Immortals out 
To circumspangle this my spacious Sphere, 
(As Lamps for everlasting shining here :) 
And having fizt Thee in mine Orbe a Starre, 
(Amongst the rest) both bright and singular ; 
The present Age will tell the world thou art 
If not th' whole, yet satisfy'd in part. 
As for the rest, being too great a summe 
Here to be paid ; He pay 't i' th' world, to c^^'qqa.^ 
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THE BRIDE-CAKB 

This day my Julia thon mast make 
For Plistresse Bride, the wedding Cake: 
Knead but the Dow, and it will be 
To paste of Almonds turn'd by thee : 
Or kisse it thou, but once, or twice. 
And for the Bride-Cake ther 1 be Sploe. 

TO BE MERRY 

Lets now take our time ; 

While w' are in our Prime ; 
And old, old Age is a-farre oflT: 

For the evill evill dayes 

Will come on apace ; 
Before we can be aware of. 



THE MAIDEN-BLUSH 

So look the mornings when the Sun 
Paints them with fresh Vermilion : 
So Cherries blush, and Kathem Peares 
And Apricocks, in youthfull yeares : 
So Corrolls looke more lovely Red, 
And Rubies lately polished : 
So purest Diaper doth shine, 
Stain'd by the Beames of Clarret 

wine : 
As Julia looks when she doth dress 
Her either cheeke with bashfullness. 
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PURGATORY 



Readers, wee entreat ye pray 

For the soule of Lucia ; 

That in little time she be 

From her Pm'g-atory free : 

In th' intrim she desires 

That your teares may coole her fires. 

THE CLOUD 

Seest thou that Cloud that rides in State 

Part Ruby-like, part Candidate ? 

It is no other then the Bed 

Where Venus sleeps (halfe smothered). 

THE AMBER BEAD 

I saw a Flie within a Beade 
Of Amber cleanly buried : 
The Ume was little, but the room 
More rich then Cleopatra's Tombe. 

TO MY DEAREST SISTER 
M. MERCIE HERRICK 

JThenere I go, or what so ere befalls 
tie in mine Age, or forraign Funerals, 
Phis Blessing I will leave thee ere, I go, 
'rosper thy Basket, and therein thy Dqw« 
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Feed on the paste of Filberts, or else knead 
And Bake the floore of Amber for thy Bread. 
Balm may thy Trees drop, and thy Spring nmne 

oyle, 
And everlasting Harvest crown thy Soile t 
These I but wish for ; but thy selfe shall see. 
The blessing fall in mellow times on Thee. 

THE TRANSFIGURATION 

Immortall clothing I pat on, 
So soone as, Julia, I am gon 
To mine etemall Mansion. 

Thou, thou art here, to humane sight 
Cloth'd all with hicorrupted light ; 
But yet how more admir'dly bright 

"Wilt thou appear, when thou art set 

In thy refulgent Thronelet, 

That shin'st thus in thy counterfeit? 



TO THE PASSENGER 

If I lye unburied Sir, 
These my Reliques, (pray) interre : 
Tis religious part to see 
Stones, or turfes to cover me. 
One word more I had to say ; 
But it skills not ; go your way ; 
He that wants a buriall roome 
For a Stone, fta's Heaven bit Tomkam 
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TO THE KING 
Upon his taking of Leicester 

This Day is Yonn, Great CHARLES I and in 

this War 
Your Fate, and Oars, alike Victorious are. 
In her white Stole, now Victory do's rest 
BmMpter'd with Palm on Your THnmpbmni Crest, 
Fortune is now Your Captive ; other Kings 
HoU bat ber band; You bold botb bands and 

wings, 

TO JULIA, IN HER DAWN, OR 
DAYBREAKE 

By the next kindling of the day 

My Julia thou shalt see, 
Ere Ave-Nary thou canst say, 

lie come and visit thee. 

Yet ere thou counsel'st with thy Glasse, 

Appeare thou to mine eyes 
As smooth, and nak't, as she that was 

The prime of Paradice. 

If blush thou must, then blush thou through 
A Lawn, that thou mayst looke 

As purest Pearles, or Pebles do 
When peeping through a Brooke. 

As LilUes shrin'd in ChristaU, so 

Do thou to me appeare ; 
Or Damask Roses when they grow 

To sweet acquaintance \3dl«£^. 
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TO DIANBlfB 

I c'od but see thee yesterday 

Stung by a fretf oil Bee ; 
And I the Javelin sockt away. 

And heal'd the wound in thee. 

A thonsand thorns, and Bryars ft Stingy 

I have in my poore Brest ; 
Yet n'er can see that sabre which bfin|;s 

My Passions any rest. 

As Love shall helpe me, I admire 
How thou canst sit and smile^ 

To see me bleed, and not deske 
To stanch the blood the while. 

If thon compos'd of s^entle monld 

Art so unkind to me ; 
What dismaU Stories will be told 

Of those that cruell be? 



TO ELBCTRA 

Shall I go to Love and tell, 
Thou art all tum'd iside ? 
Shall I say her Altars be 
Disadom'd, and scom'd by thee ? 
O beware ! in time submit ; 
Love has yet no wrathfnll fit : 
If her patience turns to ire. 
Love is then conawninc fire^ 
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UPON A MAIDB 

Here she lyes (in Bed of Spice) 
Faire as Eve in Paradice : 
For her beauty it was such 
Poets co'd not praise too much. 
Virgins come, and in a Kjng 
Her snpreamest Requiem sing ; 
Then depart, but see ye tread 
Lightiy, lightly ore the dead. 

BEAUT^Y 

Beanty 's no other but a lovely Grace 
Of lively colours, flowing from the face. 

UPON LOVB 

Some salve to every sore, we may apply; 
Only for my wound there 's no remedy. 
Yet if my Julia kisse me, there will be 
A soveraign balme found out to cure me. 

TO HIS BOOKE 

Make haste away, and let one be 
A friendly Patron unto thee : 
Lest rapt from hence, I see thee lye 
Tom for the use of Pasterie : 
Or see thy injur'd Leaves serve well, 
To make loose Gownes for Nackarell : 
Or see the Grocers in a trice, 
Make hoods of thee to mn^ oc&(.^\^^^« 
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WRITING 

'Vlien words we want, Lo^e teacheth to endite ; 
And what we blush to speake, she bids ns write. 

UPON A MAID 

Gone she is a long:, long way, 
But she has decreed a day 
Back to come, (and make no stay.) 
So we keepe, tiU her retume 
Here, her ashes, or her Ume. 

TO M. HBNRY LAWES, THE EXCELLENT 
COMPOSER OF HIS LYRICKS 

Toach but thy Ure (my Harrie) and I heare 
From thee some raptures of the rare Gotire. 
Then if thy voice commingle with the String, 
I heare in thee the rare Laniere to sing ; 
Or curious "V^ilson : Tell me, canst thou be 
Less then Apollo, that usurp'st such Three ? 
Three, unto whom the whole world give applause ; 
Yet their Three praises, praise but One ; that 's 
Lawes. 

THE BEDMAN, OR GRAVE-MAKER 

Thou hast made many Houses for the Dead ; 
When my L«t calls me to be buried, 
For Love or Pittie, prethee let there be 
r th' Church-yard, made, one Tenement for me. 
244 



HBSPBRIDES 

TO ANTHBA 

Anthea I am going hence 
"With some small stock of innocence S 
But yet those blessed gates I see 
Withstanding entrance unto me. 
To pray for me doe thou begin, 
The Porter then will let me in. 



TO JULIA 

I am zeallesse ; prethee pray 
For my well-fare (Julia) 
For I thinke the gods require 
Male perfumes, but Female fire. 

ON JULIA'S LIPS 

Sweet are my Julia's lips and deane, 
As if or'ewasht in Hippocreme. 

TWILIGHT 

Twilight, no other thing is, Poets say. 
Then the last part of night, and first of day. 



ON HIMSELPB 

If that my Fate has now fulfill'd my yeere, 
And so soone stopt my longer living here ; 
Vhat was 't (ye Gods I) a dying man to save^ 
But while he met with b!b& '?^\.«ctA2&. ^e7«?i^\ 
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Thongh while we living l>oiit the worid do roame, 
"We love to rest in peaceful Urnes at home, 
\7here we may sang, and close to^^ether lye 
By the dead bones of our deare Ancestrie. 

CROSSES 

Our Crosses are no other then the rods, 
And our Diseases, Vultures of the Gods: 
Each griefe we feele, that likewise Is a Kite 
Sent forth by them our flesh to eate, or bite. 

UPON LOVE 

Love brought me to a silent Grove, 

And shew'd me there a Tree, 
Where some had hang'd themselves for lovef 

And gave a Twist to me. 

The Halter was of sUk, and gold, 

That he reacht forth unto me : 
No otherwise, then if he would 

By dainty things undo me. 

He bade me then that Neck-lace use ; 

And told me too, he maketh 
A glorious end by such a Noose, 

His Death for Love that taketh. 

Twas but a dream ; but had I been 

There really alone ; 
My desp'rate feares, in love, had seen 

Mine Execution. 
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TO SAPHO 

Thou Mist thoa lov'st me Sapho ; I say no ; 
But wonld to Love I could beleeve 'twas so t 
Pardon mj feares (sweet Sapho) I desh« 
That thon be lighteons fonnd ; and I the Lyer. 

TO HIS BOOKS 

Take nUne adylse, and go not neere 
Those faces (sower as Vineger). 
For these, and Nobler numbers can 
Ne'r please the superdllious man. 

TO HIS HONOUR'D FRIEND, 
SIR THOMAS HBALB 

Stand by the Nagick of my powerful! Rhymes 
•Gainst all the Indignation of the Times. 
Age shall not wrong thee ; or one jot abate 
Of thy both Great, and everlasting fate. 
While others perish, here 's thy life decreed 
Because begot of my Immortall seed. 



THB SACRIFICB BY WAY OF DISCOURSB 
BBTWIXT HIMSBLFB AND JULIA 

M§rr. Come and let 's in solemn wise 
Both addresse to sacrifice : 
Old Religion first commands 
That we wash our heaxts, «a&VaxA%. 
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Is the beast exempt from staine, 
Altar deane, no fire prophane ? 
Are the Garlands ? Is the Nard 
JnL Ready here ?~A11 well prepared, 
"V^ith the 'Vine that most be shed 
fTwizt the homes) upon the head. 
Of the holy Beast we bring: 
For our Trespasse-offering.— 
H9rr, All is well ; now next to these 
Put we on pure Surplices ; 
And with Chaplets crown'd, wel rost 
"Wiih perfumes the Holocaust : 
And (while we the g^ods invoke) 
Reade acceptance by the smoake. 

TO APOLLO 

Thou mighty Lord and master of the Lyre» 
Unshorn Apollo, come, and re-inspire 
My fingers so, the Lyrick-strings to move, 
That I may play, and sing a Hymne to Love. 

ON LOVE 

Love is a kind of warre: Hence those who 

feare; 
No cowards must his royall Ensignes beare. 

ANOTHER 

Where love begins, there dead thy first desire: 
A sparks nezhctt^ makea m mighty Hre* 
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AN HYMNE TO CUPID 

Thou, thon that bear'st the sway 

With whom the Sea-Nhaphs play ; 

And Venns, every way: 

'V^hen I embrace thy knee ; 

And make short pray 'rs to thee : 

In love, then prosper me. 

This day I goe to wooe ; 

Instruct me how to doe 

This worke thou put'st me too. 

From shame my face keepe free» 

From scome I be^ge of thee, 

Love to deliver me : 

So shall I sins: thy praise ; 

And to thee Altars raise. 

Unto the end of daies. 

TO BLBCTRA 

Let not thy Tomb-stone er'e be laid by me : 
Nor let my Herse, be wept upon by thee : 
But let that Instant when thon dy'st be known, 
The minute of mine expiration. 
One knell be rung: for both ; and let one grave 
To hold us two, an endlesse honour have. 

HOW HIS SOULE CAME ENSNARED 

My soule would one day goe and seeke 
For Roses, and in Julia's cheeke 
A richess of whose sweets she fonnd, 
(As in another Rosamond.^ 
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Bat gathering: Roses as she was, 
(Not knowing: what would come to passe) 
It chanst a ringlet of her haire, 
Canght my poore soule, as In a snare : 
Which ever since has been In thrall ; 
Yet freedome, shee enjoyes withall. 

UPON JULIA'S HAIRB, BUNDLED 
UP IN A GOLDEN NET 

Tell me, what needs those rich deceits, 
These golden Toyles, and Trammel-nets, 
To take thine haires when they are knowne 
Already tame, and all thine owne ? 
Tis I am wild, and more then haires 
Deserve these Mashes and those snares. 
Set free thy Tresses, let them flow 
As aires doe breathe, or winds doe blow : 
And let such curious Net>works be 
Lesse set for them, then spred for me. 

THE SHOWRE OP BLOSSOMES 

Love in a showre of Blossomes came 
Down, and halfe drown'd me with the same : 
The Blooms that fell were white and red ; 
But with such sweets commingl&d, 
As whether (this) I cannot tell 
My sight was pleas'd more, or my smell: 
But tme it wras, as I rowl'd there, 
'Without a thought of hurt, or feare ; 
Love tum'd himselfe Into a Bee, 
And with his Javelin wounded me : 
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From wliich mishap this use I make, 
Wb€r0 moMi aw^eU mn, then fyea a Snake : 
Klaaaa and Pavoara an aweat tbinga ; 
Bat Ttoaa bmva thoma, and Tbaaa bava atlnga, 

A DBPBNCB FOR WOMBN 

Nanght are all "Vomen : I say no. 
Since for one Bad, one Good I know : 
For Clytemnestra most unkind, 
LoTing Aicestis there we find : 
For one Medea that was bad, 
A g^ood Penelope was had : 
For wanton Lais, then we have 
Chaste Lncrece, or a wife as grave : 
And thus through "Woman-kind we see 
A Good and Bad. Slra credit me, 

CHARMBS 

Bring the holy crust of Bread, 
Lay it underneath the head ; 
Tis a certain Charm to keep 
Hags away while Children sleep. 

ANOTHER 

L«t the superstitious wife 
Neer the child's heart lay a knife : 
Point be up, and Haft be downe ; 
(While she gossips in the towne) 
This 'mongst other mystick charms 
Keeps the sleeping child from hAsm&. 
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ANOTHER CHARMB FOR STABLES 

Hang: up Hooks, and Sheen to icare 
Hence the Hag:, that rides the Mare, 
TiU they be aU oirer wet, 
With the mire, and the sweat : 
This observ'd, the Manes shaU be 
Of your horses, all knot^ee. 



CEREMONIES FOR C ANDLEM ASSB 
EVE 

Down with the Rosemary and Bayes, 

Down with the Misleto ; 
Instead of Holly, now up-raise 

The greener Box (for show.) 

The Holly hitherto did sway ; 

Let Box now domineere ; 
Untill the dancing Easter-day, 

Or Easters Eve appeare. 

Then youthfull Box which now hath 
grace, 
Your houses to renew ; 
Grown old, surrender must his place, 
Unto the crisped Yew. 

"When Yew is out, then Birch comes in, 
And many Flowers beside ; 

Both of a fresh and fragrant kinne 
To honour 'Whitsontide. 
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Green Rushes then, and sweetest Bents, 

With cooler Oken boug:hs ; 
Come in for comely ornaments, 
To re-adorn the house. 
Thus times do shift ; each thing his tume do*s 

hold; 
N0W tbingM Buectd, mm former tbinga grow old. 

THB CBRBMONIES FOR CANDLE- 
MASSB DAY 

Kindle the Christmas Brand and then 
Till Sunne-set, let it bume ; 

Which quencht, then lay it op agen, 
Till Christmas next retume. 

Part must be kept wherewith to teend 
The Christmas Log next yeare ; 

And where 'tis safely kept, the Fiend» 
Can do no mischiefe (there.) 

UPON CANDLBMASSB DAY 

End now the White-loafe, & the Pye, 
And let all sports with Christmas dye. 

TO BIANCHA, TO BLESSE HIM 

Wo'd I wooe, and wo'd I winne, 
Wo'd I well my worke begin ? 
Wo'd I evermore be crown'd 
With the end that I ^o^oviaa.<i\ 
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"Vo'd I frustrate, or prtYtnt 

All Aspects malerolent? 

Thwart all Gizzards, and with these 

Dead or black contin£:eiides : 

Place my words, and all woito else 

In most happy Parallels? 

All will prosper, if so be 

I be kist, or blest by thee. 

TO HIS BOOK 

Before the Press scarce one co'd see 
A little-peeping;-part of thee : 
But since th' art Printed, thou dost call 
To shew thy nakedness to all. 
Ply care for thee is now the less, 
(Having: resign'd thy shamefiac'tness :) 
Go with thy Faults and Fates : yet stay 
And take this sentence, then away ; 
Whom one belov'd will not suffice, 
She 1 nmne to all adulteries. 

TEARES 

Teares most prevalle ; with teares too thon mayst 

move 
Rocks to relent, and coyest maids to love. 

TO HIS FRIEND TO AVOID CON- 
TENTION OF WORDS 

Words beget Ang:er ; Angler bring^s forth blowes : 

Blowes make of dearest friends immortall Foes. 
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For widch prevention (Sodate) let there be 
Betwixt us two no more Log^omachie. 
Farre better 'twere for either to be mote. 
Then for to murder friendship, by dispnte. 



TO A FRIEND 

Looke in my Book, and herein see, 
Life endlesse sign'd to thee and me. 
"We o're the tombes, and Fates shall flye ; 
"While other generations dye. 



UPON M. WILLIAM LAWBS, THB 
RARB MUSITIAN 

Sho'd I not put on Blacks, when each one here 
Comes with his Cypresse, and devotes a 

teare? 
Sho'd I not grieve (my Lawes) when eveiy 

Late, 
Violl, and Voice, is (by thy losse) struck 

mute? 
Thy loss, brave man I whose Nombers have 

been hnrFd, 
And no less prais'd, then spread throughout 

the world. 
Some have Thee call'd Amphion ; some of ns, 
Nam'd thee Terpander, or sweet Orpheus : 
Some this, some that, but all in this agree, 
Mnsique had both her birth and death with 

Thee. 
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THB HONY-COMBB 

If thou hast found an honie-combe, 
Eate thou not all, but taste on some : 
For if thou eat'st it to excess ; 
That sweetness turnes to Loathsomness. 
Taste it to Temper ; then 'twill be 
Marrow, and Nanna unto thee. 



UPON BEN. JOHNSON 

Here lyes Johnson with the rest 

Of the Poets ; but the Best. 

Reader, wo'dst thou more haye known ? 

Aske his Story, not this Stone. 

That will speake what this can*t teU 

Of his g^lory. So tanweli, 

AN ODB FOR HIM 

Ah Ben! 
Say how, or when 
Shall we thy Guests 
Meet at those Lyric Feasts, 

Made at the Sun, 
The Dog:, the triple Tunne? 
Where we such clusters had, 
As made us nobly wild, not mad ; 
And yet each Verse of thine 
Out-did the meate, out-did the frolick wine. 
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My Ben I 
Or come agen : 
Or send to us. 
Thy wit's gfreat over-plus ; 

But teach us yet 
Wisely to husband it ; 
Lest we that Tallent spend : 
And having; once brought to an end 
That precious stock ; the store 
Of such a wit the world sho'd have no more. 

UPON A VIRGIN 

Spend Harmless shade, thy nightly Houres, 

Selecting here, both Herbs, and Flowers ; 

Of vidiich make Garlands here, and there. 

To dress thy silent sepulchre. 

Nor do thou feare the want of these. 

In §y9rimMting Properties, 

Since we fresh strewings will bring hither, 

Farre faster then the first can wither. 

UPON HIMSELFE 

I lately fri'd, but now behold 
I freeze as fast, and shake for cold. 
And in good faith I 'd thought it strange 
Tave found in me this sudden change ; 
But that I understood by dreames. 
These only were but Loves eztreames ; 
Who fires with hope the Lovers heart. 
And starves with cold thft ^^M-^As&ft. '^^sN-* 
M as? 
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TO M. KBLLAM 

What ! can m^ KeUam drink hia Sack 

In Gobleta to the brim, 
And see his Robin Herrick lack, 

Yet send no Bonles to him ? 

For love or pitie to hia Mnse, 
(That she may flow In Verae) 

Contemne to recommend a Cruse, 
Bnt send to her a Tearce. 



REST REFRESHES 

Lay by the good a vdille ; a resting* field 

Will, after ease, a richer harvest yield : 

Trees this year beare ; next, they thdr wealth 

withhold : 
Coatlnomli rtmfimg mmkn m iaad wax oM, 

THE BONDMAN 

Bind me but to thee with thine haire. 

And quickly I shall be 
Made by that fetter or that taare 

A bondman unto thee« 

Or if thou tak'at that bond away, 
Then bore me through the eare ; 

And by the Law I ought to stay 
For ever with thee here. 
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A MBANB IN OUR MBANBS 

Thoas:h Frankinsense the Deities reqnire, 
We muBt notgiY9 all to the baJlowea tin. 
Such be our g:ifts, and such be our expence, 
As for ourselves to leave some frankinsence. 



UPON CUPID 

Love, like a Bes:s:ar, came to me 
With Hose and Doublet tome : 

His Shirt bedangling^ from his knee, 
With Hat and Shooes out-wome. 

He askt an almes ; I sfave him bread, 
And meat too, for his need : 

Of which, when he had fully fed, 
He wished me all Good speed. 

Away he went, but as he tum'd 

(In faith I know not how) 
He toucht me so, as that I bomfd], 

And am tormented now. 

Love's silent flames, and fires obscure 
Then crept Into my heart ; 

And thong:h I saw no Bow, I 'm wart 
His fing^er was the dart. 
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AN HYMNE TO LOVB 

z. I will confesse 

With Cheerfulnesse, 
Love is a thin^ so likes me. 
That let her lay 
On me all day, 
He kiss the hand that strikes me. 

2. I will not, I 

Now blubbering-, cry, 
It (Ah !) too late repents me. 

That I did iaU 

To love at all. 
Since love so much contents me. 

3. No, no. He be 
In fetters free : 

"^hile others they sit wring^ing: 
Their hands for paine ; 
He entertaine 

The wounds of love with singling;. 

4. "^ith Flowers and Wine, 
And Cakes Divine, 

To strike me I will tempt thee : 
Wliich done ; no more 
He come before 

Thee and thine Altars emptie. 
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TO HIS HONOURED AND MOST INGENIOUS 
FRIEND MR. CHARLES COTTON 

For brave comportment, wit without offence, 

Words fully flowing:, yet of influence : 

Thoo art that man of men, the man alone. 

Worthy the Publique Admiration : 

Who with thine owne eyes read'st what we doe 

write, 
And giv'st our Numbers Euphonie, and weight. 
Tel'st when a Verse springs high, how under- 
stood 
To be, or not borne of the Royall-blood. 
What State above, what Symmetrie below, 
Lines have, or sho'd have, thou the best canst 

show. 
For which (my Charles) it is my pride to be, 
Not so much knowne, as to be lov'd of thee. 
Long may I live so, and my wreath of Bayes, 
Be lease anothers Laurell, then thy praise. 

LEVEN 

Love is a Leven, and a loving kisse 
The Leven of a loving sweet-heart is. 

ON HIMSELFB 

>epe for the dead, for they have lost this light : 
id weepe for me, lost in an endlesse night. 

monme, or make a Marble Verse for me, 

10 writ for many. Beji#tflcl<«« 
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ON HIMSELFB 

Lost to the world ; lost to my selfe ; alone 
Here now I rest under this Marble stone : 
In depth of silence, heard, and seene of none. 

TO M. LEONARD WILLAN HIS 
PECULIAR FRIEND 

I will be short, and having quickly hurl'd 
This line about, live Thou throughout the world ; 
Who art a man for all Sceanes ; unto whom 
fWliat 's hard to others) nothing 's troublesome. 
Can*st write the Comick, Tragick straine, and fall 
From these to penne the pleasing Pastorall : 
"Vho fli'st at all heights : Prose and Verse run'st 

through ; 
Find'st here a fault, and mend'st the trespasse 

too: 
For which I might extoll thee, but speake lesse, 
Because thy selfe art comming to the Presse: 
And then sho'd I in praising thee be slow. 
Posterity will pay thee what I owe. 

TO HIS WORTHY FRIEND M. JOHN HALL, 
STUDENT OF GRAYBS-INNE 

Tell me young man, or did the Muses bring 
Thee lesse to taste, then to drink up their Spring ; 
That none hereafter sho'd be thought, or be 
A Poet, or a Poet-like but Thee ? 
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What was thy Birth, thy starre that makes thee 

knowne, 
At twice ten yeares, a prime and publike one ? 
Tell us thy Nation, kindred, or the whence 
Thou had'st, and hast thy mi^rhty influence, 
That makes thee lov'd, and of the men desir'd, 
And no lesse prais'd, then of the maides 

adndr'd. 
Put on thy Lanrell then ; and in that trimme 
Be thou Apollo, or the type of him : 
Or let the Unshome God lend thee his Lyre> 
And next to him, be Naster of the Quire. 



TO JULIA 

0£fer thy gilt ; but first the Law commands 
Thee, Julia, first, to sanctifie thy hands : 
Doe that, my Julia which the rites require. 
Then boldly give thine incense to the fire. 



TO THE MOST COMELY AND 
PROPER M. ELIZABETH FINCH 

Hansome you are, and Proper you will be 
Despig^ht of all your infortunitie : 
Live long and lovely, but yet grow no lesse 
In that your owne prefixed comelinesse : 
Spend on that stock : and when your life must 

faU, 
Leave others Beauty, to set up withalL 
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TO HIS BOOKS 

If hap it must, that I must see thee lye 

Absyrtus-like, all tome confosedly: 

With solemne tears, and with mnch grief of 

heart, 
lie recollect thee (weeping) part by part ; 
And having washt thee, close thee in a chest 
With spice ; that done, He leave thee to thy rest. 



TO THE KING 

UPON HIS WELCOME TO HAMPTON- 
COURT 

Set and sang 

"Welcome, Great Cesar, welcome now you are. 
As dearest Peace, after destructive M7arre : 
Welcome as slumbers ; or as beds of ease 
After our long, and peevish sicknesses. 
O Pompe of Gloiy I Welcome now, and come 
To re-possess once more your long'd-for home. 
A thousand Altars smoake ; a thousand thigfaes 
Of Beeves here ready stand for Sacrifice. 
Enter and prosper ; while our eyes doe waite 
For an Ascendent throughly Auspicate : 
Under which signe we may the former stone 
Lay of our safeties new foundation : 
That done ; O Cesar ! live, and be to us, 
Our Fate, our Fortune, and our Genius ; 
264 



HESPERIDES 

To whose free knees we may our temples tye 

As to a still protecting- Deitie : 

That sho'd you stirre, we and our Altars 

too 
May (Great Augustus) goe along with Yon. 
Cbor, Long live the King ; and to accomplish 

this, 
We '1 from our owne, adde far more years to his. 



ULTIMUS HEROUM: OR, TO THE MOST 
LEARNED, AND TO THE RIGHT 
HONOURABLE, HENRY, MARQUESSE 
OF DORCHESTER 

And as time past when Cato the Severe 
Entred the circnm-spacious Theater ; 
In reverence of his person, every one 
Stood as he had been tum'd from flesh to 

stone: 
E'ne so my numbers will astonlsht be 
If but lookt on ; struck dead, if scan'd by Thee. 

Td HIS MUSE, ANOTHER TO THE 
SAME 

Tell that Brave Man, fain thou wo'dst have 

access 
To kiss his hands, but that for fearfullness ; 
Or else because th' art like a modest Bride, 
Ready to blush to death, sho'd he but chidi^ 
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TO HIS LEARNED FRIEND M. JO. HARICA^ 

PHISITIAN TO THE COLLEDGB 

OP WESTMINSTER 

When first I find those Ntunbers thon do'st write, 
To be most soft, terce, sweet, and perpolite: 
Next, ndien I see Thee towring^ in the skie, 
In an expansion no less large, then high ; 
Then, in that compass, sayling here and there. 
And with Circumgyration every where ; 
Following with love and active heate thy game, 
And then at last to truss the Epigram ; 
I must confess, distinction none I see 
Between Domitian's Martiall then, and Thee. 
But this I know, should Jupiter agen 
Descend from heaven, to re-converse with men ; 
The Romane Language full, and superfine. 
If Jove wo'd speake, he wo'd accept of thine. 

UPON HIS SPANIEL TRACIB 

Now thou art dead, no eye shall ever see. 
For shape and service, Spaniell like to thee. 
This shall my love doe, give thy sad deatl^one 
Teare, that deserves of me a million. 

THE DELUGE 

Drowning, drowning, I espie 
Coming from my Julia's eye : 
Tis some solace in our smart, 
To have Mends to beare a part : 
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I have none ; but must be sore 
Th' innndation to endure. 
ShaU not times hereafter tell 
This for no mesne miracle ; 
"^Then the waters by theh* fall 
Threatened mine onto all? 
Yet the delug;e here was known» 
Of a world to drowne but One. 



CRUTCHES 

Thou seest me Luda this year droope. 

Three Zodiaks fill'd more I shall stoope ; 

Let Crutches then provided be 

To shore up my debilitie. 

Then while thou laug^h'st ; He, stg^hlng^, 

crie, 
A Ruine underpropt am I : 
Don will I then my Beadsman's gown, 
And when so feeble I am g^rown, 
As my weake shoulders cannot beare 
The burden of a Grashopper : 
Yet with the bench of SLghd sires, 
When I and they keep tearmly fires ; 
With my weake voice I 'le sing:, or say 
Some Odes I made of Lucia : 
Then will I heave my wither'd hand 
To Jove the Migfhty, for to stand 
Thy faithfull friend, and to poure downe 
Upon thee many a Benizon. 
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TO JULIA 

Holy waters hither brins: 

For the sacred sprinkhn^f : 

Baptize me and thee, and so 

Let us to the Altar go. 

And (ere we our rites commence) 

Wash ow hands in innocence. 

Then I le be the Rez Sacromm, 

Thou the Queen of Peace and Quorum. 



TO PBRBNNA 

I a Dirge will pen for thee ; 
Thou a Trentall make for me : 
That the Monks and Fryers together, 
Here may sing the rest of either : 
Next, I 'm sure, the Nuns will have 
Candlemas to grace the Grave. 



TO HIS SISTBR IN LAW, 
M. SUSANNA HBRRICK 

The Person crowns the Place ; your lot doth 

faU 
Last, yet to be with These a Principall. 
Howere it fortuned ; know for Truth, I meant 
You a fore-leader in this Testament. 
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UPON THE LADY CREW 

This stone can tell the storie of my life, 
What was my Birth, to whom I was a Wife : 
In teeming: years, how soon my Sun was set, 
Where now I rest, these may be known by Jet. 
For other things, my many Children be 
The best and truest Chronicles of me. 

ON TOMASIN PARSONS 

Grow up in Beauty, as thou do'st begin, 
And be of all admired, Tomasin. 

CEREMONY UPON CANDLEMAS EVE 

Down with the Rosemary, and so 
Down with the Bales & misletoe : 
Down with the Holly, Ivie, all, 
Wherewith ye drest the Christmas Hall : 
That so the superstitious find 
No one least Branch there left behind : 
For look, how many leaves there be 
Neglected there (maids trust to me) 
So many Goblins you shall see. 

TO HIS KINSMAN, M. THO : HERRICK, 
WHO DESIRED TO BE IN HIS BOOK 

Welcome to this my Colledge, and though late 
Th'ast got a place here (standing candidate) 
It matters not, since thou art chosen one 
Here of my great and good foundation. 
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A BUCOLICK BETWIXT TWO: 
LACON AND THYRSIS 

Lmeoa. For a kiss or two, confetM, 

What doth canse this pcnsiveiiessy 
Thon most lovely Neat-heardesse ? 
Why so lonely on the hill ? 
Why thy pipe by thee so still, 
That erewhile was heard so shrill? 
TeU me, do thy kine now £tul 
To fulfill the milkin-paile ? 
Say, what is 't that thou do'st aile ? 

Tkyr, None of these ; bnt out, alas I 
A mischance is come to pass. 
And I le teU thee what it was: 
See mine eyes are weeping ripe. 

Lmcoa, Tell, and lie lay down my Pipe. 

Tbyr. I have lost my lovely steere, 
That to me was far more deer 
Then these kine, which I milke here. 
Broad of fore-head, lurge of eye, 
Party-colour'd like a Pie ; 
Smooth in each limb as a die ; 
Clear of hoof, and clear of horn ; 
Sharply pointed as a thorn : 
With a neck by yoke onwom. 
From the which huag down by strings. 
Balls of Cowslips, Daisie rings, 
Enteiplac't with ribbanhigs. 
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Faultless every way for shape ; 
Not a straw co'd him escape ; 
Ever gamesome as an ape : 
But yet harmless as a sheep. 
(Pardon, Lacon if I weep) 
Tcmn win spring, wbtn waea an deep. 
Now (ai me !) (ai me !) Lastnis:ht 
Came a mad dog:, and did bite, 
I, and kil'd my dear deliffht. 

Lacon. Alack, for s^rief ! 
Tbyr. But Tie be brief. 

Hence I must, for time doth call 
Me, and my sad Play-mates all, 
To his Ev'ning: Funerall. 
Live long, Lacon, so adew 1 

Lacon. Moumfoll maid, farewell to you ; 
BaHb wttordye fiowera to atrew, 

UPON SAPHO 

Look upon Sapho*s lip, and you will swear. 
There is a love-like leven rising there. 

A BACHANALIAN VERSE 

z. Drinke up 

Your Cup, 
But not spill Wine; 
For If you 
Do, 
Tisanillsigne; 
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Hoe, 
But avoid here. 

TO BIANCHA 
Ah Biancha I now I see» 
It is Noone and past with me 
In a while it will strike one ; 
Then, Biancha, I am gone. 
Some effusions let me have, 
OflTer'd on my holy Grave ; 
Then, Biancha, let me rest 
With my face towards the Ea 

TO THE HANDSOME MIST! 
GRACE POTTER 

As is your name, so is your comely ; 
Toucht everywhere with such difins 
As that in all that admirable round, 
There is not one least soledsme fou 
And as that part, so every portion e 
Keepes line for line with Beauties i 

ANACREONTIKB 

I must 
Not trust 
Here to any ; 
Bereav'd, 
Deceiv'd, 
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By 80 many ; 

As one 

Undone 
By my losses ; 

Comply 

With my crosses. 

YetsUU 

I will 
Not be gfrieving ; 

Since thence 

And hence 
Comes relieving;. 

But this 

Sweet is 
In onr moaming ; 

Times bad 

And sad 
Are a turning: : 

And he 

Whom we 
See dejected ; 

Next day 

Wee may 
See erected. 

ANACREONTICK VERSE 

Brisk metUnks I am, and fine, 
When I drinke my capring: wine : 
Then to love I do encline, 
When I drinke my wanton. ^r^^\ 
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And I wish all maideiis adoitf 
When I drinke my sprightlj 
"Well I sup, and weU I dine, 
When I drinke my firolick wine: 
But I languish, lowre, and Pine, 
When I want my fngnnt wine. 

PARCELL-GILT-POBTRY 

Let 's strive to be the best ; the Gods, we 

it, 
Pillars and men, hate an Indifferent Poet. 



UPON LOVE, BY WAY OP QUESTIOK 

AND ANSWER 

I bring: ye Love. QwMt. What will love do? 

AuM. Like, and dislike ye : 
I bring: ye love: QaeMi. What will Love do? 

AnM. Stroake ye to strike ye. 
I bring: ye love : QueMt, What will Love do? 

AuB, Love will be-foole ye : 
I bring: ye love : Quett- What will love do ? 

AuM, Heate 3re to coole ye : 
I bring ye love : QaeMt. What will love do? 

AuM. Love g:ifts will send ye : 
I bring ye love : Qaett. What win love do ? 

AnM. Stock 3re to spend ye : 
I bring ye love : Qa^Mt, What will love do ? 

AnM. Love will fulfill ye : 
I bring ye love : QaeMt. What will love do? 

AnM. Kisse ye, to kill ye. 
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TO THB LORD HOPTON, ON HIS 
FIGHT IN CORNWALL 

Go on, boLYt Hopton, to effectuate that 
"V^hich wee, and times to come, shall wonder at 
Lift Dp thy Sword ; next, suffer it to foU, 
And by that One blow set an end to all. 

HIS GRANGE 

How well contented in this private Grange 
Spend I my life (that 's subject unto chancre :) 
Under whose Roofe with Mosse-worke wronsrht, 

there! 
Kisse my Brown wife and black Posterity. 

ANTHBA'S RBTRACTATION 

Anthea laught, and fearing lest excesse 
Night stretch the cords of dvill comelinesse : 
She with a dahity blush rebuk't her face ; 
And cal'd each line back to his rule and ly^ce. 

LBPROSIB IN CLOATHBS 

When flowing garments I behold 
Enspir'd with Purple, Pearle, and Gold ; 
I think no other but I see 
In them a glorious leprosie, 
That do's infect, and make the rent 
I More mortal! in the vestiment. 

^5 



ROBERT HBRRICK 

A» ttowrte y9Mtttns doe deMCtie 

The wemnn* rich immodeatie ; 

So pimlae mnd Mimplt clomtbea doe abow 

Wbere vertae wmikee, not tboae tbmi thw* 

HIS ANSWER TO A FRIEND 

Ton aske me what I doe, and how I live? 
And (Noble friend) this answer I must ^vt : 
Drooping:, I draw on to the vaults of death, 
Or'e which yon 1 walk, when I am laid beneati 

THE BEGGBR 

Shall I a daily Beg:g:er be. 

For love's sake asking" almes of thee ? 

Still shall I crave, and never get 

A hope of my dedred bit ? 

Ah cruell maides I He goe my way, 

Whereas (perchance) my fortunes may 

Finde out a Threshold or a doore, 

That may far sooner speed the poore : 

Where thrice we knock, and none will heMi 

Cold comfort still I 'm sure lives there. 

HIS CHANGE 

My many cares and much distress, 
Has made me like a wilderness : 
Or ijAliscom^os'd) I 'm like a rude. 

Out ol tKj com<^ TDaaawsJt-^KWttfcN 
And as Va m'W3a!»,Vft.xsiaAfc^2^^»««^ 
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A VOW TO VENUS 

Happttylhadasisrht 
Of mj dearest deare last nl^ht ; 
Tlake her this day smile on me» 
And lie Roses give to thee. 



ON HIS BOOKB 

The lioimd (almost) now of my book I seei 
Bnt yet no end of those therein or me : 
Here we begin new life ; while thousands qnite 
Are lost, and theirs, in everlasting night. 



A SONNET OP PERILLA 

Then did I live when I did see 
Perilla smile on none bnt me. 
Bnt (ah I) by starres malignant crosti 
The life I got I qnickly lost : 
Bnt yet a way there doth remaine, 
For me embalm'd to live againe ; 
And that 's to love me ; in which state 
He live as one Regenerate. 



POSTING TO PRINTING 

Let others to the Printing Presse mn fast, 
Since after death comes gloiy, He not haste. 
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COMFORT TO A YOUTH THA 
LOST HIS LOVB 

What needs complaints^ 
^37hen she a place 
Has with the race 

Of Saints? 
In endlesse mirth, 
She thinks not on 
"^hat 's said or done 

Inearth: 
She sees no teares, 
Or any tone 
Of thy deep grone 

She heares : 
Nor do's she minde, 
Or think on 't now, 
That ever thou 

Wast kind. 
But chang'd above, 
She likes not there, 
As she did here, 

Thy Love. 
Forbeare therefore, 
And lull asleepe 
Thy woes, and weep 

No more. 
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SAINT DISTAFF'S DAY, OR THE 
MORROW AFTBR TWELTH DAY 

Partly worke and partly play 

Ye most on S. Distaffs day : 

From the Plong^h soone free your teame ; 

Then come home and fother them. 

If the Maides a-spinning^ g:oe, 

Borne the flax, and fire the tow : 

Scorch their plackets, bat beware 

That ye fonge no maiden-haire. 

Bring; in pailes of water then, 

Let the Maides bewash the men. 

Giye S. Distaffe aU the rig:ht, 

Then bid Christmas sport g:ood nig^ht ; 

And next morrow, every one 

To his owne vocation. 

HIS TBARES TO THAMASIS 

I send, I send here my supremest kiss 
To thee, my silver-footed Thamasis. 
No more shall I reiterate thy Strand, 
Whereon so many Stately Structures stand : 
Nor in the summers sweeter evening:s g^o. 
To bath in thee (as thousand others doe,) 
No more shall I along; thy christall glide. 
In Barge (with boughes and rushes beautifi'd) 
With softHsmooth Virgins (for our chast disport) 
To Richmond, Kingstone, and to Hampton- 
Court: 
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Never againe shall I with Finnie-Ore 
Put from, or draw unto the faithlnll shore: 
And Landing: here, or safely Landing' tha«, 
Make way to my BelovM Westminster: 
Or to the Golden-cheap-side, where the earth 
Of Julia Herrick gave to me my Birth, 
nay all clean Nimphs and curious water DaoMiy 
With Swan-like-«tate, flote up & down tiqr 

streams: 
No drought upon thy wanton waters &11 
To make them Leane, and languishing at alL 
No ruffling winds come hither to disceaae 
Thy pure, and Silver-wristed Naides. 
Keep up your state, ye streams; and as ye 

spring, 
Never make sick your Banks by snrfettini^. 
Grow young with Tydes, and thoug^h I see ye 

never. 
Receive this vow, so fare-ye-well for ever. 

TWELFB NIGHT, OR KING AND 
QUEENE 

Now, now the mirth comes 

With the cake full of plums. 
Where Beane 's the King of the Sport here^ 

Beside we must know, 

The Pea also 
Nust revell, as Queene, in the Conrt here. 

Begin then to chuse, 
(This night as ye use) 
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Who shall for the present delig^ht here, 

Be a Kins: by the lot, 

And who shall not 
Be Twelfe-day Qneene for the ni^^ht here. 

Which knowne, let ns make 

Joy-sops with the cake ; 
And let not a man then be seen here, 

Who onorgf'd will not drinke 

To the base from the brink 
A health to the King and the Qneene here. 

Next crowne the bowle full 

With s^entle lamb's wooll ; 
Adde sugar, nutmeg, and ginger. 

With store of ale too ; 

And thus ye must doe 
To make the wassaile a swinger. 

Give then to the King 

And Qneene wassailing: 
And though with ale ye be whet here ; 

Yet part ye from hence. 

As free from offence. 
As when ye innocent met here. 

HIS DESIRE 

Give me a man that is not dull, 
When all the world with rifts is fuU : 
But unamaz'd dares clearely sing, 
Whenas the roofs a-tottering : 
And, though it falls, continues still 
Tickling the Citteme with his quiU. 
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HIS HOPB OR SHBAT-ANCHOR 

Amons: theie Tempests s^reat and manifoUl 
My Ship has here one only Anchor-hold ; 
That Is my hope ; which if that slip, I 'm one 
Mildred hi this vast watry Region. 

TWILIGHT 

The Twi-light Is no other thing (we say) 
Then Night now gone, and yet not sprung the 
Day. 

HIS COMPORT 

The only comfort of my Ufe 

Is, that I never yet had wife ; 

Nor will hereafter ; since I know 

Who Weds, ore-bnyes his weal with woe. 

SINCERITY 

Wash clean the Vessell, lest ye soore 
Whatever Liquor in ye powre. 



TO ANTHEA 

Sick Is Anthea, sickly Is the spring, 

The Primrose sick, and sickly every thing : 

The while my deer Anthea do's but droop. 

The Tulips, LilUes, Daffadills do stoop ; 

But when again sh*as got her healthfull honre. 

Bach bending then, will rise a proper flower. 
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APTBR AUTUMNE, WINTER 

Die ere long, I 'm sore, I shall ; 
After leaves, the tree mnst fall. 

ON PORTUNB 

This is mj comfort, when she 's most unkind, 
She can but spoile me of my Meanes, not Mind. 

TO SIR GBORGB PARRIB, DOCTOR OF 
THB CIVILL LAW 

I have my Lamrel Chaplet on my head, 

If 'mongst these many Numbers to be read, 

Bat one by yon be hng'd and cherishM. 

Pemse my Measures thorong^hly, and where 
Your judgement finds a guilty Poem, there 
Be you a Judge ; but not a Judge severe. 

The mesne passe by, or over, none contemne ; 
The good applaud : the peccant lesse condemne. 
Since Absolution you can give to them. 

Stand forth Brave Nan, here to the publique sight ; 
And in my Booke now claim a two-fold right : 
The first as Doctor, and the last as Knight. 

CHARMES 

This He tell ye by the way, 
Maidens wlien ye Leavens Uiy, 
Crosse your Dow, and your dispatch. 
Will be better for your Batch. 
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ANOTHER 

In the morning: when ye rise, 

Wash your hands and cleanse your eyes. 

Next be sure ye have a care, 

To disperse the water farre. 

For as farre as that doth lig^ht, 

So farre keepes the evill Spris:ht. 

ANOTHER 

If ye feare to be affrighted 
When ye are (by chance) benighted : 
In your Pocket for a trust, 
Carrie nothing but a Crust : 
For that holy piece of Bread 
Charmes the danger, and the dread. 

A DIALOGUE BETWIXT HIMSELFE AND 
MISTRESSE ELIZA WHEELER, UNDER 
THE NAME OF AMARILLIS 

My dearest Love, since thou wilt go. 
And leave me here behind thee ; 

For love or pitie let me Icnow 

The place where I may find thee. 

AmarlL In country Meadowes pearl'd with Dew, 
And set about with Lillies ; 
There filling Maunds with Cowslips, 
you 
Play find your Amarillis. 
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lf«r. yiThat liave the Meades to do with 
thee, 
Or with thy youthfidl honres ? 
Live thon at Court, where thou mayst be 
The Qaeen of men, not flowers* 

Let Country wenches make 'em fine 
With Poesies, since 'tis fitter 

For thee with richest Jemmes to shine, 
And like the Starres to gUtter. 

Ammrll, Yon set too high a rate upon 

A Shepheardess so homely ; 
Her, Believe it (dearest) ther 's not one 

r th' Court that 's halfe so comly. 

I prithee stay. (Am,) I must away ; 
Let 's kiss first, then we 1 sever. 
Amh9» And though we bid adieu to day, 
Wee shall not part for ever. 



TO JULIA 

Help me, Julia, for to pray, 
Mattens sing, or fattens say : 
This I know, the Fiend will fly 
Far away, if thou beest by. 
Bring the Holy-water hither ; 
Let us wash, and pray together : 
When our Beads are thus uxiited. 
Then the Foe will fly afirighted. 
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TO ROSBS IN JULIA'S BOSOMB 

Roses, yon can never die, 
Since the place wherein ye lye, 
Heat and moisture mixt are so. 
As to make ye ever grow. 

TO THB HONOURBD, MASTBR BNDIMION 

PORTBR 
When to thy Porch I come, and (raviaht) see 
The State of Poets there attendisig: Thee : 
Those Bardes and I, all in a Chorus sing, 
We are Thy Prophets, Porter ; Thou onr Kine^. 

OF LOVB 

1. Instnxct me now, what love wOt do; 

2. Twill make a tongless man to wooe« 

1. Inform me next, what love will do ; 

2. Twill strangely make a one of two. 
z. Teach me besides, what love wil do ; 
2. Twill quickly mar, & make ye too. 
z. Tell me, now last, what love will do ; 

2. Twill hurt and heal a heart pierc'd through. 

THB SCHOOL OR PBRL OF PUTNBY, 
THB MISTRBSS OF ALL SINGULAR 
MANNBRS, MISTRBSSB PORTIfAN 

Whether I was my selfe, or else did see 
Out of my self that Glorious Hierarchic I 
Or whether those On orders rare) or these 
Hade up One State of Sixtie Venuses ; 
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Or whether Fairies, Syrens, Nymphes they were 
Or Moses, on their mountaine sitting there ; 
Or some enchanted Place, I do not know 
(Or Sharon, where etemall Roses grow.) 
This I am sure ; I Ravisht stood, as one 
Confiis*d in utter Admiration. 
K.t thought I saw them stir, and gently move, 
And look as all were capable of Love : 
And in their motion smelt much like to flowers 
Enspir'd by th' Sun-beams after dews & showers. 
There did I see the Reverend Rectresse stand, 
Who with her eyes-gleam, or a glance of hand, 
Those spirits rais'd; and with like precepts 

then, 
(As with a Magick) laid them all agen : 
(A happy Realme I When no compalslvt Lmw, 
Or tear of It, bat Love keepa all la awe,) 
Live you, great Mistresse of your Arts, and be 
A nursing Mother so to Majesty ; 
As those your Ladies may in time be seene, 
For Grace and Carriage, every one a Qneene. 
One Birth their Parents gave them ; bat their 

new. 
And better Being they receive from You. 
Man* a tormer BIrtb la grace* leaae ; bat the atate 
Of life cornea In, when be *a Regenerate, 



ON LOVE 

That love 'twixt men do's ever longest last 
Where War and Peace the Dice by tnms doe 
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ANOTHER ON LOVE 

Love '8 of itself too sweet ; the best of aU 
Is, when love's hony has a dash of galL 



ON HIMSELF 

A wearied Pilgrim, I have wandred here 
Twice five and twenty (bate me bat ON 

yeer) 
Long I have lasted in this worid ; ('tis trne) 
But yet those yeers (that I have liv'd) but few. 
Who by his gray Hah'es, doth his Insten 

tell, 
Lives not those yeers, but he that lives thea 

welL 
One man has reatch't his sixty yeers, bat he 
Of all those three-score, has not liv'd halii 

three: 
He UveM, who Uvm to virtue: men wbo eazt 
Tbeir ende ior Pieaeure, do not live, bat laet. 



TO M. LAURENCE SWETNAHAM 

Read thoa my Lines, my Swetnaham, if then 

be 
A fault, 'tis hid, if it be voic't by thee. 
Thy month will make the sourest number 

please; 
How will it drop pure hony, speaking these? 
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HIS COVENANT OR PROTESTATION TO 
JULIA 

"Vhy do'st thou wound, & break my heart 

As if we sho'd for ever part ? 

Hast thou not heard an Oath firom me, 

After a day, or two, or three, 

I wo'd come back and Hve with thee ? 

Take, if thou do'st distrust that Vowe ; 

This second Protestation now. 

Upon thy cheeke that spangel'd Teare, 

Which sits as Dew of Roses there : 

That Teare shall scarce be dri'd before 

He kisse the Threshold of thy dore. 

Then weepe not, sweet ; but thus much know, 

I 'm halfe retum'd before I g^o. 



ON HIMSELPE 

I will no longer kiss, 
I can no long^er stay ; 
The way of all Flesh is, 
That I must go this day : 
Since longer I can't live. 
Ply frolick Youths adieu ; 
My Lamp to you He give. 
And all my troubles too. 



ROBERT HERRICK 

TO THE MOST ACCOMPLISHT GBNTLB- 
MAN MASTER MICHAEL OULSWORTH 

Nor thlnke that Thou In this my Booke art worst, 
Because not plact here with the midst, or first. 
Since Fame that sides with these, or goes before 
Those, that must live with Thee for evermore. 
That Fame, and Fames rear'd Pillar, thou shalt see 
In the next sheet. Brave Man, to follow Thee. 
Fix on that Columne then, and never fall ; 
Held up by Fames etemall Pedestall. 



HIS LAST REQUEST TO JULIA 

I have been wanton, and too bold I feare. 
To chafe o'remuch the Virgin's cheek or eare : 
Beg for my Pardon, Julia ; He dotb wiiute 
Qrmce with the QodM, who *m morry for hU Miano. 
That done, my Julia, dearest Julia, come, 
And go with me to choose my Buriall roome : 
Ny Fates are ended ; when thy Herrick dyes^ 
Claspe thou his Book, then close thou up his 
Eyes. 



ON HIMSELFE 

One Eare tingles ; some there be, 
That are snarling now at me : 
Be they those that Homer bit, 
I will give them thanks for it. 
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HB8PBRIDE8 

TO HIS BROTHER NICOLAS HERRICK 
Vhat others have with cheapnesse seene, and 



In Varnisht Naps ; by'th' helpe of Compasses : 
Or reade in Volumes, and those Bookes (with all 
Thdr large Narrations, Incanonicall) 
Thon hast beheld those seas, and Comitries 

farre; 
And tel'st to ns, what once they were, and are. 
So that with bold truth, thou canst now relate 
This Kingdome's fortune, and that Empire's 

fate: 
Canst talke to us of Sharon ; where a spring 
Of Roses have an endlesse flourishing. 
Of Sion, Sinai, Nebo, and with them. 
Make knowne to us the new Jerusalem. 
The Mount of Olives ; Calverie, and where 
Is (and hast seene) thy Saviour's Sepulcher. 
So that the man that will but lay his eares, 
As Inapostate, to the thing he heares. 
Shall by his hearing quickly come to see 
The truth of Travails lesse in bookes then Thee. 



THE VOICE AND VIOLL 

Rare is the voice itselfe ; but when we sing 
To th' Lute or VioU, then 'tis ravishisi^. 
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TO CUPID 

I have a leaden, thon a shaft oigoUi ; 

Thon kU'st with heate, and I strike dead with 

cold. 
Let 's trie of ns who shall the first expire 
Or thon by frost, or I by quenchlesse fire : 
BxireameM an fatail, where tteyonce doe atriiu. 
And tritttr to'th' heart aeatncHott both alike. 



THE MOUNT OF THE MUSES 

After thy labour take thine ease, 
Here with the sweet Pierides. 
But if so be that men will not 
Give thee the Laurell Crowne for lot ; 
Be yet assur'd, thou shalt have one 
Not subject to corruption. 



ON HIMSELFE 

ire write no more of Love ; but now repent 
Of all those times that I in it have spent. 
He write no more of life ; but wish 'twas ended, 
And that my dust was to the earth commended* 



TO HIS BOOKE 

Goe thon forth, my booke, though )^te ; 
Yet be timely fortunate. 



HESPERIDES 

It may chance good-luck may send 
Thee a kinsman, or a friend, 
That may harbour thee, when I, 
With my fates neglected lye. 
If thon know'st not where to dwell, 
See, the fier 's by : Farewell. 



THE END OF HIS WORKE 

Part of the worke remaines ; one part is past, 
And here my ship rides having Anchor cast. 



TO CROWNE IT 

My wearied Barke, O let it now be Crown'd I 
The Haven reacht to which I first was bomid. 



ON HIMSELFE 

The worke is done : young men and maidens, 

set 
Upon my curies the Mirtle Coronet, 
'Vosht with sweet ointments; Thus at last I 

come 
To staffer in the Muses' IiUxtiT^<(^Tni^\ 
But wl^ this comfort, UmjVAotk^N^^^cw^^^ . 

7^ 
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Page 
Aboutthetweetbagof a Bee, . . • . a8 
A Christall Violl Cupid brought, . 
Adversity hurts none, but onely such, . 
After the Peatt (my Shapcot) see, . 
After the rare Arch- Poet Johnson dy'd, . 
After thy labour take thine ease, 

A funerall stone, 

A golden Pile once shew'd to me. . 

A Qyges Ring they beare about tnem still 

Ah Ben I 

Ah Biancha I now I see, .... 
Ah, cruell Love I must I endure, . 
Ah I Lycidas, come tell me why, . 
Ah I my Perilla I do'st thou grieve to see, 
Ah Posthumus I Our yeares hence fly, . 
A little Saint best fito a little Shrine, . 
Alt tbiBga deeajr with Time: The Porrest 

sees, ! 

All things o'r-rurd are here by Chance, . 

All things subjected are to Pate, 

A long4ifes-dav I*ve taken paines, . 

A Master of a house (as I have read), . 

Am I despis'd, because you say, 

Among the Mirtles, as I walkt, 

Among these Tempests great and manifold. 

And as time past when Cato the Severe, 

And Cruell Maid, because I see, 

Anthea I am going hence, .... 

Aothea laught, and fearing lest excesse, 

AHquicloenM Nmtun; Care wiilmmke a tmce, 

As v^lly flowers do but stay, . 

As ia your name, so is your comely face, 

Aske Ine, why I do not sing, 

Aske m^ why I send you here, . 

As latelj^l^ Garland bound 
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ROBERT HBRRICK 

Ab shews the Aire, when with a Rain -bow 

£-»c*d, 
on deaenr'at, be proud ; then gladly let, 
A sweet disorder in the dresse, 
At Draw-Qloves vre 1 play. 
At my homely Country-seat, 
At Stool-ball, Lucia, let us play, . 
A way enchac't with fflasse ft beads, 
A wearied Pilrrim, I have wandred here, 
A willow Qariand thou did*st send, 

Bacchus, let me drink no more, . • 
Bad are the times. SU, And wors then they 

are we, 

Beauti's no other but a lovely Grace, 
Be bold, my Booke, nor be abasht, or feare. 
Before the Press scarce one co'd see, 
Beglnne with Jove ; then is the worke halfe 

done, 

Begin to charm, and as thou stroak*st mine 

eares, 

Be not proud, but now encline. 

Besides us two, i' th* Temple here's not 

one, ........ 

Biancha, Let, 

Bid me to live, and I will live, . 

Bind me but to thee with thine haire, . 

Borne I was to meet with Age, 

Bom I was to be old 

Both you two have, 

Breathe, Julia, breathe, and I 'le protest. 

Bright Tulips, we do know, 

Bring me my Rose-buds, Drawer come, 

Bring the holy crust of Bread, • 

Brisk methinks I am, and fine, . 

Bnme, or drowne me, choose ye whether, 

But home, and like a short Delight, 

By Dream I saw. one of the three, . 

By the next kindling of the day. 

By those soft Tods of wooll, 

Call me no more, 

Charm me asleep, and melt me so, . 
Charms, that call down the moon from p\ 
her sphere, -•' 
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Charon I O gentle Charon I let me wooe thee, 
Cherrie-ripe, Ripe, Ripe, I cry, 
Choose me your Valentine, 

Cleere are her eyes, 

Come and let *8 in solemn wise, • 

Come Anthea, let us two, .... 
Come blithefttll Neatherds, let us lay, . 
Come, bring with a noise, .... 
Come, bring your sampler, and with Art, 

Come come away 

Come down, and dance ye in the toyle, . 
Come guard this night the Christmas-pie, 
Come, leave this loathM Country-life, and 

then 

Come sit we by the fires side, . 
Come, skilfull Lupo, now, and take. 
Come, Sons of Summer, Inr whose toile, 
Come then, and like two uoves with silv'rie 

wings, 

Come thou not neere those men, who are like 

Bread, .•.•... 
Come thou, who art the Wine, and wit, . 
Come with the Spring-time forth Pair Maid, 

and be 

Command the Roofe, great Genius, and from 

thence, 

Conformity was ever knowne, . 

Cupid as he lay among, .... 

Cynthius pluck ye by the eare, . 

Dean-bourn, fare-well ; I never look to see, 

Deare Perenna, prithee come, . 

Dearest of thoussnds, now the time drawes 

neere, 

Deare, though to part it be a Hell, . . 
Dew sate on Julia's haire, . . 

Did I or love, or could I others dra^ • 
Die ere long, I 'm sure, I shall, • 

Do^vn with the Rosemary and Bayes, • 
Down with the Rosemary, and so, . 

Dtinkeup, 

Drink ^ne, and live here blithefull, while 

/e^may 

Droop, dcoop no more, or hang the head, 
Drowningi^drowning, I espie, . • • 
2gg 
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Page 
Dry your sweet cheek, lone drown'd with 

sorrows raine, gg 

Dull to my selfe, and almost dead to these, . igi 

Eaten I have; and though I had good 

cheere 

End now the White-loafe, & the Pye, . 
Every time seemes short to be, ... 

Paire DafTadills. we weep to see, . 

Paire pledges of a fruitfull Tree, 

Paire was the Dawne ; and but e*ne now the 

Skies, 70 

Fame's pillar here, at last, we set, ... 994 
Pare well thou Thing, time -past so kno^vne, 

so deare 38 

Pill me a mighty Bowie, an 

Fill me my Wine in Christall; thus, and 

thus, 167 

First, April, she with mellow shovirrs, . . i| 

First, for Enusions due unto the dead, . . ao 

First offer Incense, then thy field and meads, 130 
Fled are the Frosts, and now the Fields 

appeare, xgl 

Fly me not, though I be gray, .... 175 

Fold now thine armes ; and hang the head, . 41 

Fooles are they, who never know, ... 89 

For a kisse or two, confesse, .... 370 

For all thy many courtesies to me, ... 337 

For brave comportment, wit without offence, an 

For civill, cleane, and circumcised vdt, . . 174 

For my embalming, Julia, do but this, . . Z17 

For my neighbour He not know, • • « 73 

For my part I never care, 70 

For one so rarely tun'd to fit all parts, . . xzo 

For sport my Julia threw a Lace, . . • zc6 

Fortune did never favour one, . . . . Z71 

Prollick Virgins once these were, ... 135 

From noise of Scare-fires rest ye free, . . zzo 

From the dull confines of the drooping West, 1x5 

From this bleeding hand of mine, • . . 79 

Gather ye Rose-buds while ye may, . ^ 7a 
Get up, get up for shame, the BloonUalr 

Morne, • . 5^ 
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(Hve me a Cell, 

Give me a man that ia not dull, 

Give me one kisse, 

Give me that man, that dares bestride, . 

Give me wine, and give me meate, . 

Give ^vay, give way, now, now my Charles 

shines here, 

Give v^ay, give way ye Gates, and win, . 

Glide, gentle streams, and beare, 

Glory be to the Graces ! . . . . 

Goddesse, I begrin an Art, .... 

Goddesse, I do love a Girle, 

Qoddesue of Youth, andLmdy of the Spring, 

Goe, happy Rose, and enterwove, . 

Goe, perjur'd man ; and if thou ere return, 

Goe thou forth, my booke, though late, . 

Go I must ; when I am gone, . 

Gold I 've none, for use or show, 

Gone she is a lone, long way, ... 

Good day, Mirtillo. MM, And to you no 

lesse, 

Good morrow to the day so fair, 

Good speed, for I this day. 

Go on, brave Hopton, to effectuate that, 

Go vfOOG young Charles no more to looke, 

Grow for two ends, it matters not at all. 

Grow up in Beauty, as thou do'st begin. 

Hang up Hooks and Sheers to scare, 
Hansome you are, and Proper you will be, 
Happily I had a sight, .... 
Health is the first good lent to men, 
Heare, ye Virgins, and He teach, . 
Helpe me, Julia, for to pray. 
Hence a blessed soule is fled, . 
Hence, hence, profane; soft silence let us 

have, 

Here a pretty Baby lies, .... 

Here a solemne Past we keepe. 

Here down my wearyed limbs He lay, . 

Here, here I live, 

Here, here I live with what my Board, . 
Here' I my selfe might likevirise die, • 
Here llaa^ Virgin, and as sweet, . 
Here lyes Jahnson with the reaV 
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Here she lies, a pretty bud, . . . 
Here she lyes (in Bed of Spice), . , 
Here we securely live, and eate. 
Her Eyes the Gfow-worme lend thee, . 

Her pretty feet, 

He that will not love, must be, 
Holy-rood come forth and shield, . 
Holy Water come and brings, . 
Holy waters hither brines, .... 
Honour to you who sit, .... 
How am I ravisht t when I do but see, • 
How can I choose but love, and foUo^v her. 
How long, Perenna, wilt thou see, . 
How Love came in, I do not know. 
How rich a man is, all desire to know, . 
How rich and pleasing thou, my Julia art. 
How well contented in this private Grange, 

I a Dirge will pen for thee, 

I am holy, while I stand, • 

I am of all bereft, .... 

I am zeallesse ; prethee pray, . 

I ask't thee oft, what Poets thou hast read 

I beginne to waine in sight, 

I brake thy Bracelet 'gainst my will, 

I bring thee love. Quest, What will 

do? 

I bum, I burn ; and beg of you, 

I call, I call : who doe ye call ? 

I can but name thee, and methinks I call, 

I cannot pipe as I was wont to do, . 

I co'd but see thee yesterday, . 

I co*d never love indeed, . 

I dare not ask a kisse, . . • 

I dislikt but even now, 

I doe love I know not what, • 

I do not love, nor can it be, 

I dreamt the Roses one time went, . 

If after rude and boystrous seas. 

If, deare Anthea, my hard fate it be, 

I feare no Earthly Powers, 

If hap it must, that I must see thee lye^ 

If I dare write to You, my Liord, who are. 

If I lye unburied Sir, 

If men can say that bevoty d-9«%^ . «r 
^2 



love 



in 
atS 

177 
I9S 
«74 
95 
«S7 

SI 

X57 
so 

1x7 

•7 

a7S 



155 

>g 

az7 

274 

xx8 
X84 

% 
906 

m 
9 

xG7 



INDEX TO PIR8T LINES 

If mongttmymany Poems, I can see, . 

I freeze, I freeze, and nothinjgr dwels, 

If that my Fate has now fulfilrd my yeere, 

If thou aske me (Deare) wherefore, . 

If thou hast found an honie-combe. 

If when these Lyricks (Cesar) You shall 

heare, 

If ye feare to be affrighted. 

If ye will with Mab nnd erace, 

I have a leaden, thou a shaft of sold. 

I have been wanton, and too bold I reare, 

I have lost, and lately, these, . 

I have my Laurel Chaplet on my head, . 

I heard ye co'd coole heate ; and came, • 

I held Love's head while it did ake, 

I lately fri'd, but now behold, . 

lie sine no more, nor will I longer write, 

lie to thee a Simnell bring, ... 

ire write no more of Love ; but now repent, 

I make no haste to have my Numbers read, . 

I 'm free from thee ; and thou no more shalt 

heare, . * 

Immortall clothing I put on. • 

I 'm sick of Love ; O let me lie, . . 

I must, 

la all thy need, be thou possest. 

In holy meetings, there a man may be, . 

In sober mornings, doe not thou reherse, 

Insteadof Orient Pearls, of Jet, 

Instruct me now, vrhmt love will do. 

In Uie morning when ye rise, . . • 

In this little Ume is laid, .... 

In this little Vault she lyes. 

In time of life, I grac't ye with my Verse, 

I plaid with Love, as with the fire, . 

I prest my Julia's lips, and in the kisse, 

I $aw about her spotlesse wrist, 

I taw a Cherry weep, and why ? • 

I saw a Plie within a Beade, . 

I send, I send here my supremest kiss, . 

I sing of Brooks, of Bloasomes, Birds, and 

Bowers, 

I sing thy praise laccus, .... 

Is this Alife, to break thy sleep. 

It is sufAcIteat if we pray, .... 
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It was, and atill my care la aog 
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I 've paid Thee, what I promia'd; that *8 not 

All *" 149 

I will be ahoit, and having quickly hurl'd, . aoa 

I will confeaae, 960 

I will no longer kiaa 989 

ealoua Oirlea theie aometimes were, • 167 

ulia, I bring, 54 

ulia, if I chance to die. 17 

ulia, when thy Herrick dies, . . . . x60 

Kindle the Christmas Brand and then, . 353 
Knew'st thou, one moneth wo'd take thy life 

away, 115 

Laid out for dead, let thy last kindnesse be, . 15 

Lay by the good a while ; a resting field, . ^ 
Let all chaste Matrons, when they chance to 

see, 47 

Let but thy voice engender with the string, . 05 

Let faire or foule my Mistresse be, . . 187 

Let me be warme ; let me be fully fed, . • ag 

Let me sleep this night away, .... 177 

Let not thy Tomb-stone er'e be laid by me, .' 949 

Let others to the Printing Presse run fast, . 977 

Let 's be jocund while we may, . . x^ 
Let*a live in hast; use pleasures while we 

may, 152 

Lets now take our time 33$ 

Let*s strive to be the best; the Gods, we 

know it, ajif 

Let there be Patrons ; Patrons like to thee . 9% 
Let the superstitious wife, .... 351 
Let us now take time, and play, . . 3x3 
Life is the Bodie's light ; which once declin- 
ing, X87 

Life of my life, take not so soone Thy 0ight, 6z^ 

Like to a Bride, come forth, my Booke, at , 

laat, fi4 

Lillies will languiah ; Violets look ill, . . 34 
Live by thy Muse thou shalt; when others 

die, ^» . . 

Live, live with me, and thou ahalt see, ,.^ . 17 \ 

Looke in my Book, and herein aee, . . . 35| 
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, how thfc Rainbow doth Jtppi 
upon Sapbo'B lip, bnd you is 
to the wQrJd ; lost to my at^'' 
to depart, but yet at Ufit^ e 
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My wooing *8 ended: now my weddings 

necre, i6o 

Naught are all Women ; I say no, ... 251 

Never my Book's perfection did appeare, gs 

Never was Dav so over-sick with snowres, . 45 

No more my Silvia, do I mean to pray, • . i^ 

No more shall I, since I am driven hence, • xxg 

No news of Navies burnt at Seas, ... 1x4 
Noone-day and Midnight shall at once be 

■eene, 47 

Nor thinke that Thou in this my Booke art 

worst, «■.•■■•. MB 

Not all thy flushing Sunnes are set, 60 
Nothing comes Free-cost here; Jove will not 

let, t$S 

Now is the time for mirth, .... 08 
Now is the time, when all the lights wax 

dim, xj 

Now is your tume (my Dearest) to be set, . qm 

Now, now the mirth comes, .... 980 

No wrath of Men, or rage of Seas, ... 103 

Now thou art dead, no eye shall ever see, . 366 

O Earth I Earth! Earth! heare thou my 

voice, and be, x6 

Of all our parts, the eyes esepresse, . 1x0 

Offer thy gift ; but first the L*aw commands, 963 
Oft have I heard both Youths and Virgins 

sav, Z33 

O Jeaiousie, that art, X5x 

Jupiter, sho'd I speake ill, .... ass 
One ask'd me where the roses grew ? . . 14 
One Bare tingles ; some there be, . ago 
One more by Thee, Love, and Desert have 

sent, . X7X 

One night i* th' yeare, my dearest Beauties, 

come xg6 

One silent night of late, 93 

Onely a little more, 74 

Or lookt I back unto the Times hence flown, 908 

Orpheus he went (as Poets tell), ... 936 

01 Times most bad, xgo 

Our Crosses are no other then the rods, ' • 946 

Our Household -gods our Parents be, . . 900 
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O ! you the Vir^^ns nine I . 

Partly worke and partly play t • • . 

Part of the worke remainea ; one part it past, 

Permit me, Julia, now to eoe away, 

Phcebua 1 when that I a verse, 

Play I co'd once ; but (gentle friend) you see, 

Play, Phcebus on thy Cute, 

Prue, my dearest Maid, is sick. 

Put on your silks ; and piece by piece, 

Rare are thy cheeks Susanna, which do 

sho>v, 

Rare is the voice itselfe ; but when we sing, 
Rare Temples thou hast seen, I know, . 

Seach, with your whiter hands, tome, . 
ead thou my Lines, my Swetnaham, if 
there be, ...... 

Rise, Household-gods, and let us goe, 
R0ses at first wrere white, . 
Roses, you can never die, . 

Sadly I walk't within the field, 

Sapho, I will chuse to go, . 

flea-bom Goddesse, let me be, . . 

See, and not see ; and if thou chance t' espie, 

See how the poor do waiting stand, 

Seeing thee soame, I see a Goodly man, 

Seest thou that Cloud that rides in State, 

See thou those Diamonds which she weares, 

Shall I a daily Begger be. . 

Shall I go to Love and tell, 

Sbapcot I to tbee the Pairy State, . 

She by the river sate, and sitting there, 

She wept upon her cheeks, and weeping so, . 

Sho'd I not put on Blacks, when each one 

here, 

Shut not so soon: the duU-ey'd night, . 
Sick is Anthea, sickly is the spring. 
Since for thy full deserts fwitn all the rest). 
Since to th* Country first I came, . . 

»d-luck came, and on my roofe did 
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^you did not sing, or touch your Lute, 

Oic^omings men the Sun, 
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Some ask'd me where the Rabies grew ? ao 
Some parts may perish; dye thou canst not 

•11 z8o 

Some salve to every sore, we may apply, 143 

Some would know, xo 

80 smell those odours that do rise, ... 131 

80 smooth, so sinreet, so silv'ry is thy voice, . x8 
80 soft streams meet, so springs with gladder 

smiles, 64 

Sound teeth has I«ucie, pure as Pearl, and 



Spend Harmless shades, thy ni^tly Houres. 957 
Stand by the Magick of my powerful! 

Rhymes, 347 

Stand with thy Graces forth. Brave man, 

and rise, x6o 

Staywhileye will, orgoe, .... 7a 

Store of courage to me grant, .... 134 

Suspicion, Discontent, and Strife, • . . 43 

Sweet Amarillis, by a Spring's, ... 41 

Sweet are my Julia's lips and cleane, 945 

Sweet, be not proud of those two eyes, . . 49 

Sweet Bridget blusht, ft therewithall, . ^3 

Sweet Country life, to such unknown, . . 303 

Sweet Oenone, doe but say, .... 334 

Sweet virgin, that I do not set, ... 131 

Sweet Western Wind, whose luck it is, ^ 

Take mine advice, and go not neere, . 2^ 
Teares most prevaile ; with teares too thou 

mayestmove 954 

Teares, though th* are here below the sinners 

brine. aoo 

Tell, if thou canst (and truly) whence doth 

come, 139 

Tell me, what needs those rich deceits, . . 150 

Tell me, young man, or did the Muses bring, aoa 
Tell that Brave Man, fain thou wo*dst have 

access, aQs 

Th'art hence removing, (like a Shepherds 

Tent;, x68 

Th'ast dar'd too farre; but Pnrie naw for- 

beare, ,4 71 

Thatflowof Gallants which approach, . y. 3x3 

That for seven Lusters I did never com€; 34 
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That Houre-glasset which there ye see, 98 

That love 'twizt men do*s ever longest last, . 287 

That Morne which saw me made a Bride, . X04 

The bound (almost) now of my book I see, . 377 

The Qods require the thighes, .... 934 

The Hag is astride, zgg 

The May-pole is up, 3x3 

The mellow touch of musick most doth 

wound, 9 

Then did I live when I did see. ... 377 

The only comfort of my life, .... 383 
The Person crowns the Place : your lot doth 

fall 368 

The Rose was sick, and smiling di'd, . 3zz 
The Saints-bell calls; and, Julia, I must 

read, z8g 

These fresh beauties (we can prove), . Z3 
These Springs were Maidens once that 

lov*d, Z58 

Tiese Summer- Birds did with thy master 

The Tw^-light is no otiier thing (we say), . 3« 
The worke is done : young men and maidens, 

■ set, 393 

This Day is" Yours, Great Charles! and in 

this War, 341 

This day my Julia thou must make, . 338 

This He tell ye by the way 383 

This is my comfort, when she 's most un- 
kind, 383 

?his Stone can tell the storie of my life, 369 

hose ills that mortall men endure, 136 

Thou art a plant sprung up to wither never, 91 

Thou art to all lost love the best, . . , zoo 

Thou gav*st me leave to kisse, . . . . X39 

Though Clock, 330 

Though Prankinsense the Deities require, . 359 
Thou nad'st the wreath before, now take the 

Tree, 134 

Thpu hast made manv Houses for the Dead, 34^ 

ThdM know'st, my Julia, that it is thy tume, 170 

ThotLmighty Lord and master of the Lyre, . 348 

Thou uirst with others in this Argus here, . sz 

Thou sldst thou lov'st me Sapho ; I say no, . 347 

Thou say^t my lines are hard, . . . Z36 
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Thou seeat me Lucia this year droope, . 967 

Thou aent'st to me a True-love-knot ; but I, 155 
Thou shalt not All die ; for while Love's fire 

shines, 130 

Thou, thou that bear'st the sway, ... 349 

Three lovely Sisters workinsr were, . . 15 
Thrice happie Roses, so much grac*t, to 

have, SS4 

Thus I, X57 

Thy sooty Godhead, I desire, . . . . xgs 

*Tis a known principle in War, ... 107 

'Tis Heresie in others : In your face, . . z6o 

'Tis not a thousand Bullocks thies, . . x8 

'Tis not ev'ry day, that I ai9 

'Tis not greatness they require, . . . x8 

'Tis not the food, but the content, . • . xxa 

'Tis said, as Cupid danc't among, . . . 3t5 

To Bread and water none is poore, . . 30 
To find that Tree of Life, whose Fruits did 

feed, 50 

To gather Flowers Sappha went, ... 335 
To nis Book's end this last line he *d have 

plac't, 994 

To me my Julia lately sent, .... xx 

To my revenge, and to her desp'rate feares, . 96 

Touch but thy Lire (my Harrie) and I heare, 344 

Tread Sirs, as lightly as ye can, . . . 90D 

Trust me Ladies, I will do^ .... 157 

Tumble me down, and I will sit, . . . axD 

'Twas but a single Rose, 44 

'Twas not Lov's Dart, X44 

Twilight, no other thing is. Poets say, . . 345 

Under a Lawne, then skyes more cleare, . mi 
Upon her cheekes she wept, and from those 

showers, l^ 



Virgins promis'd when I dy'd, . 
Virgins, time-past, known were these, . 

Wash your hands, or else the fire, . 
Wassaile the Trees, that they may beare. 
Water, Water I espie, .... 
Weepe for the dead, for they have lost thli 

light - 
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Welcome, Great Cesar, welcome now you 

are, 964 

Welcome, Maids of Honour, .... 71 
Welcome, most welcome to our Vowes and 

us, 91 

Welcome to this my Colledge, and though 

late, 969 

Well may my Book come forth, ... z 

Were I to give thee Baptime, I wo*d chuse, . 95 

What can I do in Poetxy, zio 

What I can my Kellam drink his sack, . . 958 

What Conscience, say, is it in thee, 150 
What Fate decreed, Time now he's made us 

What needs complaints, 978 

What ofif-spring other men have got, . 9x0 
What others have with cheapnease scene, 

andeaae. 991 

What though the Heaven be lowring now, . z68 
What though the sea be calme ? Trust to 

the shore, 75 

What times of sweetnesse this fairs day fore- 

' shows, 37 

What was 't that fell but now, ... 63 

What will ye (my poor Orphans) do, zgs 

What Wisdoms, Learning, Wit, or Worth, . ^ 

When a Daffadill I see 3z 

When age or Chance haa made me blind, . 30 

When all Birds els do of their musick faile, . 9az 

Whenas in silks my Julia goes. • • • 933 

When as Leander young was orown'd, 35 

Whenere I go, or what so ere befalls, . . 939 
When ere my heart, Love*s warmth, but 

entertaines, 39 

When first I find those Numbers thou do*st 

write, 966 

When flowing garments I behold, . 975 

W6en I a Verse shall make . . . . zgz 

When I consider (Dearest) thou dost stay, . Z73 

When I departed am, ring thou my knell, . Z05 

When I did goe from thee, I felt that smart, 35 



When. I goe Hence, ye Closet-Oods, I feare, 9oz 
When I love, (as some have told), . z8: 

When tpf Villars doe but heare the name, . zsi 



When I love, (as some have told), 
When t pf Villars doe but heare th 
When I through all my many Poems look, . 87 
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When I tie about thy wrist. 
When I thy singing next snail heare, . 
When Julia blushes, she do's show. 
When Julia chid, I stood as mute the while. 
When my date's done, and my gray age 

must die, 

When my off'ring next I make. 

When out of bed my Love doth spring, . 

When some shall say. Fairs once my Silvia 

was, 

When that day comes, whose evening sayes 

I 'm gone, 

When thou do'st play, and sweetly sing, 
When to thy Porch I come, and (ravishQ seev 
When what is lov'd is Present, love doth 



When 



spring, 
len with 



nse, . 



the Virgin morning thou do'st 



When words we want, Love teacheth to 

endite, 

Where love begins, there dead thy first 

desire, 

Whether I was my selfe. or else did see, 
While Fates permit us, let 's be merry, . 
While, Lydia. I was lov'd of thee, . 
While the milder Fates consent, . 
While thou didst keep thy Candor undefil'd. 
White as Zenobia's teeth, the which the 

Giries 

White though ye be ; yet, Lillies, know. 
Whither dost thou whorrjr me, 
Whither, Mad maiden, wilt thou roame ? 
Whither ? Say, whither shall I fly, 
Whom sho'd I feare to write to, if I can. 
Who read'st this Book that I have writ, 
Who will not honour Noble Numbers, when, 
Why doe not all fresh maids appeare, . 
Why doe ye weep, sweet Babes ? can Tears, 
Why do'st thou wound. & break my heart. 
Why, Madam, will ye longer weep. 
Why this Flower is now call'd so, . 
Wilt thou my true Friend be ? . 
Wo'd I see Lawn, clear as the Heaven, an^ 

thin? 

Wo'd I wooe, and wo'd I winne, . 
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Woe, woe to them, who (by a ball of strife), 93 

Words beget Anger ; Anger brings forth 

blowes, 354 



Yee pretty Huswifes. wo*d ye know, 

Yee silent shades, wnose each tree here, 

Ye have been fresh and green, . 

Ye may simper, blush, and smile, . 

You are a Lrord, an Earle, nay more, a Man 

You are a Tulip seen to-day, . 

You aske me what I doe, and how I live ? 

You say I love not, 'cause I doe not plaY* 

You say, to me-wards your affection 'i 

strong, . . . . . 
You say y'are sweet; how sho*d we know, 
You see this gentle streame, that glides. 
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